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SELECT EPIGRAMS. 


144 © 


ON AVARO. 


BY MAJOR PEARSONE®, 


HARDLY the gods have dealt with man, 
However ſhort the life they gave; 
For many a woe has mark'd the ſpan, 
And cold's the comfort of the grave. 


When aſk'd what lot for man was beſt, T 1 
Silenus ſagely made reply: 

Not to be born, was the moſt bleſt; 
The next was, ſuan as born to die. 


„ 


* Thomas Pearſon was born near Burton, in Weſtmore- 
land, about the Year 4740. and died in the Eaſt Indies, 
in Auguſt, 1782. | 


& 
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vor, 11. | B 


— 


(2 ] f 


: Then, who'll not call Avaro wiſe, 
Who yet to LI v has not begun, 
Though, fince his birth, acroſs the ſkies, 
The ſun has ſixty circuits run. 


Wh And on this point we may rely, 
| He holds ſo ſteadily his plan, 


If he muſt z1vs, ere he can die, 
Avaro's an immortal man. 


ON A MUSICAL LADY AT CALCUTTA. 


BY THE- SAME, 


IN Indian realms, ye critics ſay, 
Of tuneful ſouls poſſeſt, 
Where empty tigers roam for prey, 
Whoſe muſic is the beft— 
The Bard's, who, ftriking vocal ſtrings, 
Made beaſts attend his lay, 
Or her's, which, when ſhe plays and fings, 
' Would fright e en beaſts away? 


t #3 


EPIGRAM. 


. 


BY THE REV. THOMAS COLE*, - 


There were two Brothers, John and William Reynolds; 
one a rigid Papiſt, the other as tenacious a Proteſtant : 

as Both were inſpired with an equal zeal of converting 
each other, With that view, they had frequent clabo- 
rate and learned Diſputes : At laſt, their Controverſies 
had this Effect The Papiſt became a Proteſtant, and the 
Proteſtant a Papiſt; which gave occaſion to a beautiful 
Epigram by Dr. Alabaſter, here tranſlated, 

WAR, more inflam'd than civil diſcord's rage, 

Religious war two zealous brothers wage. 

Tr1s for the faith of Proteſtants contends ; 

A Papiſt THAT the Church of Rome defends. 

Each rais'd his force, each match'd his foe ſo well, 

Alike both champions fought, alike they fell. 

What both defir'd, his brother each ſubdues; 

What fate decreed, their faith both brothers loſe. + 

No cauſe of triumph either fide could boaſt, 

Each victor yields, and takes his captive's poſt, 
* Late Vicar of Dulverton, in the County of Somerſet. 

The ſecond and third Books of Mr. Cole's © Life of 

Hubert“ are ſoon to be ſent to the Preſs. The Lovers of 


Poetry will be ſorry to hear that the ſecond and third 
Books only are completed. 85 


B 2 
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Strange war! where both, as vanquiſh'd, are content, 
And both, as conq'ring, their ſucceſs lament. 


ON MRS. POPE AND Miss FELLOWES, BEAUTIES 
AT BATH, SOME YEARS AGO. | 


BY THE SAME, 


IN Mrs. Pope, I grant, more charms we find, 
+ Than are in all ber ſex beſides combin d: 

But though ſlie thus excels each other toaſt, 

Yet of her F81..0Wes Bath may juſtly boaſt. | 


ON TWO NEIGHBOURS, WHO DIED AT THE 
| SAME TIME. 


"BY THE. LATE DR. JAMES FORDYCE ®, 


« MY neighboiit Thornton cunnot live a day,” 
Cried honeſt Jones, then in à deep decay. 
Jones cannot live a day,” eried Thornton, broke 
With cruel gout, tho' ſtill he loy'd a joke. 
To think himſelf might die, each one was loth: 
Before the day expir'd——Death ſeized them both, 
® Dr. J. Fordyce died, at Bath, Oct. 1, 1796, in the | 
76th year of his age. His death i is poetically lamented by 


Mrs. Hannah Moore, in The Gentleman' 4 | Magazine for No- 
vember, 1796, 


L 5 1 


ON A PRESENT | 1 


TO THE AUTHOR or TWO IMPRESSIONS FROM A FINE 
ANTIQUE SKAL OF THE HEAD OF ALEXANDER; THE 


ONE BY LADY P———, ON PAPER, THE OTHER BY 


M188 J 7 „ IN WAX, 


.* 


BY LOVI BOND“. 5 


FAIR ſculpture of Ammon's young graces ! 
My Lady with whim ſhall we tax, 

On Paper who marks thy faint traces, 
Which Stella ſtamps lively in wax? 


, 


Of their hearts they make mutual confeſſion, 
That, cold to emotions once felt, 

The mother's ſcarce yields to impreſſion, 
The daughter's can ſoften and melt. 


Author of The Tears of Old May Day, firſt printed in 
The World. Of Lovibond's Life few particulars are 


known, His Works are included in Dr. Anderſon's 
Edition of the Britiſh Poets. I 
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BPIGRAM.... 


BY THE REV, RICHARD GRAVES *. 


ET MOAT $=®0 HH 3TH OW TG mot nr G07 


Ae NEATNESS., _, J. 


Ts tothe mafter of u bus. 


Which, like a church, would ftarve'a mouſe, 
| © Which never gueſt had entertain d, A 
Nor meat, nor wine its floors had ftain'd ; 


I faid :—< Well, Sir, tis vaſtly fine; ; 
*«« But where d you drink, and where d you dine? 
If one may judge by rooms ſo neat, 117 
* It coſts you more in mops than mear.” 


© BY THE SAME. 
„ =” 


« BEAR and forbear;” ds preach the Stoic fages 3 
And in two words include the ſenſe of pages. 

« Wich patience gear life's certain ills; and oh 
« Forbeay thoſe pleaſures that muſt end in woe.” 


T7 
Rector of Claverten, near Rath. 
. "= » Why 
* 
% — 
* 


© 1 


al 
And prove her text from Carter's Epicletus. 
Thus to be Stoics each fair friend ſhe teaches, 
Whilft Sappho ne'er will practiſe what ſhe preaches; 
For, turn'd of fifty, we may ſafely ſwear, 

Sappha will neither bear, nor yet forbear, 


- 


TO BE WRITTEN IN A LADY'S MILTON. 


BY THE SAME. 


CLOE, to Cloe's foibles ſomewhat blind, 
Admires the wild caprice of womankind. 
Strange that our mother Eve, ſo void of grace, 
Should for an apple curſe the human race !” 


8 Her cenſure thus on Eve raſh Cloe pours, 


/ 


"Whilſt the herſelf green fruit and chalk devours. 
But ceaſe, fair maid, that fatal crime to blame, 
When you, more frail, had ſurely done the ſame : 
For leſs reſtraint, your Makers will had croft, 
Nay, for a crab, your Paradiſe had loſt. 2 
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THE FORCE OF FASHION. 
« $5 1821 12 , 
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BY THE SAME. 


VARUS, tho' merely led by faſhion, 
For worth alone pretends a paſſion ; 
Affects with truly lib'ral ſpirit, 

To idolize 2 man of merit : 
Applayds the deeds, the ſenſe, the jokes 
| Of good, of wiſe, of witty folks: 

He daily at your houſe attends, | 
And ſeems to rank you with his friends: 
In public too he'll Kill affect = 


I 0 treat you with profound reſpect, 


(More than Venetians do their doge) 
For what ?—Becauſe you are in vogue. 
But, Sir, you muſt not think it ſtrange 
II Varus ſhould his conduct change. 
The public, fickle as a child, 
Now frowns on what ſo late it ſmil'd; 
Still fond of change, wants ſomething new ; 
| Careffing me, neglecting you. 


* 


L 91]. 


See Varus, in his turn, affect 

To treat you with as much neglect; 

" Nay, ſhuns you, as a worthleſs rogue, 
For what? Becauſe you're out of vogue. 


BY TRE SAME. 


A MAN there is, to all the country known, 
Who neither lives in country, nor in town : 
He's here, he's there, from place to place he flies, 
In queſt of that which Heav'n to man denies. 
Curio, the preſent joys of life forgot, 

Still fancies greater joys where he is not: 

Hence, ever reſtleſs, go where er you will, 

You'll find poor Curio at your elbew ſtill. 

He boaſts no wit; but yet, the Lord knows why, 
Curio ftill keeps the beſt of company. 

Wherever well dreſs d folks in crowds appear, 
Afk'd, or unaſk'd-—yom'll ftill find Curio there. 
At ev'ry veniſon, ev'ry turtle feaſt, 

See him, with anxious looks, a conſtant gueſt ! 


* 1 @s 

= | Drawn by the sey Mek vo doubt ?—Why no; 
e only comes to ſee how matters go. 

In ſhooting ſeaſon, Curio takes his gun; 

Is there a fiſhing party? He makes one: 

Not for the ſport no; Curio neither went 

To ſhoot, nor fiſh—but juft to learn th event. 

To-day he comes, to ſhew my Lord your place, 

To-morrow does the ſame, t'oblige his Grace : 

Thus, mov'd by wires; this arrant punchinello, 

For want of bufineſi—is a buſy fellow. 
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' TOWN AND COUNTRY LIFE. 


BY THE SAME. 
HOW dull's'a country life ! ſage Bufo cries : 82 
Dull as your life in town, his friend replies. 
B. How can you bear the ſame things o'er and oer? 
F. Yet what can Bath or London, pray, give more ? 
[ B. You eat and drink, and ftroll about your fields, 
F. Such are the joys your favourite town-life yields; 
| Yet, whilſt our fields are green, our flow'rs are ſweet, 
You breathe in ſmoke, and tread the duſty ftreet. 


11 } 

. To ſhift the ſcene, we've various public places. 
Yet ſtill you meet the ſame dull, buſy faces. 
Then, freſh and freſh, we read the-daily news. 
Content, ſome weekly journal I peruſe. 
Can you the rooms, cards, company refign? 
Yes; for health, eaſe, good air, and wholeſome wine. 
But you've no neighbours. F. Yes, we have a few; 
„ tn! jeg hp Fo. 
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A REASONABLE SATISFACTION. - 
IMITATED FROM iA THOMAS MORE. 


BY THE SAME, 


WHILST glory's cauſe, two long campaigns, 
Thraſo in diftant climes detains ; 

His wife had fix'd her ſad retreat 

Contiguous to Sir Harry's ſeat ; 

Who, in mere pity to her caſe, 

Kindly ſupply'd the buſband's place. : 


—— 


1 * 


14 2 


2 as fit 7 A 
Revenge the Captain's boſom fires. . 150 T 1 
He takes his ſword, intent on blood, 
And meets the Knight behind a wood, . 
« Scoundrel,” ,quoth he, «ſay, on thy life, | 


Hat chou preſum'd to kiſs my-wiſc ?” 


Reply'd, and grafp'd his oaken plant. 


« Why, really, Sir, 'twixt me and you, 
The thing you hint at's very true.” 
« You own it then !—oh ! very well— 


Or elſe, by all the devs in hell? 
But that thou haſt the fact cone 
This truſty ford had pierc'd thy breaſt.” © 


> # is 


THE THIRSTY GARRETEER. 
BY THE SAME.- 


YOU often pity honett Ned,” 
Condemn'd, you fay, to write for bread. © | 
His lib'ral ſoul, till Dodfley pays, © TY 
Still doom d to faft——or thew the ba: Mt 


1 3 


Vet, by that jovial, ruddy look, 
Not gain d by poring o er his book; 
That clammy ale his table ſpilt on; 
That tankard, cover d with a Milton; 
By all theſe tokens, Ned, I fear, 
Writes not ſo much for bread—as beer. 


STREPHOFN AND BLIOWSA LIND: 
o., THE AMOROUS SQUIRE.” © 


, T7 4. : 11 Sa 3% 
BY, THE/ SAME. 7 


STREPHON in vain purſued a rural fair, 

The roſy object of his tender care! 

The nymph, who long had lov'd a jollier Sun, 

Still view'd the amorous Strephon with diſdain. 

Provok'd, he ſtrove by force to ſtorm her charms ; 

She rais'd her hand—and daſh'd him from her arms. 

« Oh! ceaſe,” he'cries, . ſubdue that barbarous ſpite ! 
« Though doom'd to'love—T was not born to fight! _ 

« You've ſtol'n my heart, deprive me not of breath; 

« Thoſe frowns are eruel but that fi is death! 
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THE INNOCENT THEFT. 
* L. nnn 


TO THE REV, 5. 


BY THE SAME. 
YOU tell us, Doctor, tis a ſin to fgeal; 
We to your practice from your text appeal. 
You ſteal a ſermon, feal a nap; and, pray, 
From dull companions don't you fteal away? 


AN INCIDENT IN HIGH LIFE. 
ö | BY THE SAME, 


THE Bucks had din'd, and deep in council ſat; 
Their wine was brilliant—but their wit grew flat : 
Up ftarts bis Lordſhip, to the window flies; 
And lo! “ a race! a race!” in rapture cries: 


L 16 J 


Where?“ quoth Sir John. Why ſee, two drops of rain 
« Start from the ſummit of the cryſtal pane : 
« A thouſand pounds! which drop-with nimbleſt force 
« Performs-its current down the ſlippery courſe !” 
The bets were fix d; in dire ſaſpence they wait 
For victory, pendant on the nod of fate. 
Now down the ſaſh, unconſcious of the prize, 
The bubbles roll—like pearls from Cloe's eyes. 
But, ah! the glitt ring joys of life are ſhort ! 
How oft too joſtling ſteeds have ſpoil'd the ſport ! 
Lo! thus attraction, by coercive laws, 
Th approaching drops into one bubble draws. 
Each curs'd his fate, that thus their project croſs'd ; 
How hard their lot who neither won nor loſt ! 


4 


THE CONSULTATION. 
BY THE SAME, 


THREE Doctors, met in conſultation, 
Proceed with great deliberation ; 

The caſe was deſperate, all agreed; 
But what of that ? they muſt be fee'd. 


C 8: 


L 16 J 


Conſulting wiſely (don't miſtake, Sir) 


Not what to give, but what to take; Sir! 


be an 5 ee 1 151 ; 
BONS MOTS: on, OLD STORIES. 
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They write then, (as twas fit they ſhould) © 
But for their own, not patient's good, 
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N'eſt ſouvent qu'un Bon Mot.— 
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| I. . 8 8 
AS a Weſt-country Mayor, with formal addreſs, $4 
Was making his ſpeech to the haughty Queen Beſs ; 
The Spaniard,” quoth he, © with inveterate ſpleen, 
Has preſum d to attack you, a poor virgin queen; 
But your Majeſty's courage has made it appear, 
That the Don had ta en the wrong /ow by the ear.” 


* 
7 7 4 


11. 


4 COURT AUDIENCE. 


OLD South, a witty Churchman reckon d. 
Was preaching once to Charles the Second. 


x 


 BOILEAU, 
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But much too ſerious for a court, 

Who at all preaching make a ſport : 

He ſoon perceiv'd his audience nod, 

Deaf to the zealous man of God. 

The Doctor ſtopp'd; began to call, 

« Pray, wake the Earl of Lauderdale: 

« My Lord! why, tis a monſtrous thing? 
. « You ſnore ſo loud, you'll wake the King.” 


III. 


ON A DISPUTE BETWEEN DR. RADCLIFFE AND 


SIR GODFREY KNELLER, 


SIR Godfrey and Radcliffe had one common way, 
Into one common garden, and each had a key : 
Quoth Kneller, I'll certainly ſtop up that door, 
« If ever I find it unlock'd any more.” | 
« Your threats,” replies Radcliffe, © diſturb not my eaſe; 
« And, ſo you don't paint it, een do what you pleaſe.” 
« You're ſmart,” rejoins Kneller; © but, ſay what you will, 
« I'll take any thing from you—but potion or pill,” | 
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A CLOWN's APOLOGY ro THE poctoR. 


63% 8129 
AS honeſt Richind, 8 fabftantial clown, A 
Had brought his corn, one market -day, to town, 
He met che Doctor, who look d vaſily big, 
And ſternly frown'd beneath his awful wig. 
The clown, whoſe heart till ran upon his treaſure, 
Thus gueſs'd the cauſe of Syringe's diſpleaſure : 
« T ha'n't been lately at your ſhop,” quoth Dick, 
NT AR eee 
* 00 
a / THE DOCTOR's ARMS. i 


A DOCTOR, ws: for wand of tha, y 
Did ſometimes cure and ſometimes | 8 
Contriv'd at length, by many a puff, 8 
| n 

J 0o raiſe his fortune, and his pride; 
And in a coach, forſooth! mult ride. 

His family coat long ſince worn out, 

What arms to take was all the doubt. 


1 


A friend, conſulted on the caſe, 

Thus anſwer d with a fly grimace: 
Take ſome device in your own way, 
„Neither too ſolemn, nor too gay; * 
« Three Ducks, ſuppoſe ; white, grey, or black; 
And let your Motto be Quack ! Quack!“ 


VI. 


THE EMPTY GUN. 


As Dick and Tom in fierce diſpute engage, 
And, face to face, the noiſy conteſt wage; 
Don't cock your chin at me! Dick ſmartly cries ; - 
© Fear not! his head's not. charg'd”—a ſciend replies. 


VL. 


ANCIENT MUSIC. 
A VIRTUOSO friend, a man of worth, | 
With much ſurpriſe addreſs'd my good Lord North : 
I wonder how your Lordſhip can forbear 
« The pleaſure of our famous club to ſhare ; 


L 
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Who meet the ancient muſic to reſtore 
* Such harmony you never heard before. | 
Pray come, my Lord ; th' effects beyond belief; 
© Brownlow * attends,” Ves, Sir; but I'm not deaf. 


EPIGRAMS FROM- MARTIAL. 
BY THE SAME, 0 
27. 44 LID, 111. MODERNISED. 
THE IMPERTI NENT POET+. 
YOU often wonder what the devil 
Can make the town ſo damn'd uncivil. 
With what indifference they treat you ! 
There's not a ſoul that cares to meet you ! 
Where'er you come, what conſternation ! 
What univerſal deſolation 
« But for the cauſe Why, muſt you know it 
I'll tell you ;—you're too great a Poet; | 


® Biſhop of Worceſter, ſaid to be a little deaf, 


+ Printed in Fielding's © Champion,” 1943. 


_ * * 
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| And thats a thing true Britons fear, 95 

More man a tyger or a bear. 

Your man of ſenſe, of all God's curſes, 

Dreads nothing, like repeating verſes. 
And really, Tom, you're paſt all bearing; 

You'd tire a Dutchman out with hearing, 

One muſt ſubmit, there's no contending ; 

You keep one ſitting, keep one ſtanding — 

Got looſe, with more than decent ſpeed, 

I trudge away—yet you proceed. 

Go where one will, there's no retreat; 

You're at it ſtill, repeat, repeat / | 

I fly to Nando's *—you are there, | 5408 

Still thund'ring diſtichs in one's ear: | 

Thence to the Park —ſtill you're as bad; 

The Ladies think you drunk or mad: 6 

« But come tis late, at three we dine ;” | g 

You ſtop me with, “a charming line /” 

Now down we fit ; but lo! repeating 

Is greater joy to you than eating. 

Quite tir'd, I nod, and try to doſe ;— 

In vain—you've murder'd all repoſe. 


—_ 


A Coffee-Houſe, near Temple- Bar. 


L 22 J 
But, prithee, Tom, repent in time;  __ 
/ You ſee the ſad effect of rhyme; 2 
(And check this humour if you can) | "IM | 


That ſuch an honeſt, worthy man; | 
With ſo much ſenſe, and ſuch good-nature, 
; +Should be ſo terrible a creature! = 


* 


1. . f. 


WITH you, dear Tom! I'd often ſpend the day, 

And laugh, and chat, and'trifle life away ; 

But ten long miles, you know, divide us twain, 

Thoſe ten make twenty, meaſur d back again. 

Then, o'er the downs with patience ſhould I come, 

+ You're always out, at leaſt=you're not at home; 

Or buſy, or engag d in rhyme and metre; | 
Or with your child—that entertaining creature ! 

In ſhort, to ſee my friend ten miles I'd go; 

But twenty not to ſee-you'll never do. 


+ Vir juſtus, probus, innocens—timeris, 


L 23 J 


LIB, 2. BP. X11. 
LOVE AND RESPECT. 


YES; I ſubmit, my Lord; you've gain'd your end : 
I'm now your flave, that would have been your friend. 
Ill bow, I'll cringe, be ſupple as your glove; 
Reſpect, adore you——ev'ry thing, but love. 


LIB. 1. EP. Cl. 


TO AN AFFECTED OLD MAID. 


THO' pappà and mamma, my dear, 
So prettily you call, 

Yet you, methinks, yourſelf, appear 
The grand-mamma of all. 


* 
* 
a, 
x . 
* 0 
* 
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LIB. 8. Er. X1X. 


HAL ſays he's poor, in hopes you'll ſay he's not; 
But take his word for't: Hal's not worth a groat. 


T 124 1] | 
| 
Lin. 8, r. XIX, IMITATED. 
RS YOU ay you're old, in hopes we'll hs tar: 


But tis your —_ we credit, not your tongue. 


2 , 
. g 
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i>\p 11. 1. 3 FAKAPHERASED. 
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| CELSUS, aw ite, *. 80 of aan, 
Profeſs'd the healing art, 
Now acts, in league with Pluto ſtill, 
The undertaker's pat.. 


The Doctor's practice, tending more 
To ſlaughter than to ſave, 
To ſend — their grave. 2. nw 


T7 


* * 
LIB, 3. . 1111. 


* 
ADVICE TO A CHAPLAIN :'=— FAMILIAKISED IN THE 
MANNER Or DR. SWIrr. 


N PARSON ! u., on ww 


L 86 J 
You hug your chains, and cut your jokes 

On us, poor independent folks, — 

But would you then, indeed, be free ? 

Come, I Il. preſcribe without a fee. 

Firſt then, tis plain you love to eat, 

And haunt the tables of the great: 

You ſhun the man, and think him poor, 

"That cannot give you! four and four.” 

Indeed, my friend, this muſt not be; 

A Paraſite can ne'er be free. ee 

Next, Doctor, you muſt drink no wine. 
Ch. Why ſo? Saint Paul, that great divine, 
Says, © Drink a little.” —F, That's not the queſtion j 
You can't afford it —Ch. But for digeſtion 
F. A glaſs of cyder, or old mead, De? 
Or een mild ale, will do the deed. 

Then, you're a captain in your dreſs ; 

A guod black frize would coft you leſs, 
And look more venerable too, 

Than that grey cloth——which I call ue. + 
Talk what you pleaſe, you'l neer be free, AY 
If you deſpiſe ceconomy. 

x Perhaps, too, you may think a wife . 
Among the requiſites of life : 
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Whate er your lot, 
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Why, take fome healthy farmer's daughter, 
Some Blowfalind——nay, ſpare: your laughter: 

She'll mend: your ſhirts, 2 | 

A lady, Sir would be your ruin. 
Your pam nage bouſe, L own, is mean; 

But ſee that fragrant jefſamine! | 
Oh! Doctor, 0 „N 

Life's pompous ſuperfluities z _ f 

Could you but learn to live content 

With what indulgent Heav'n has ſent; 

you'd live: more free 

Than any prince——in Germany *. 


* 


LIB. 3. r. XIV. 
ESURITOR ruccius. 


A YORKSHIRE Squire, an epieure. wel known, 
Set forth to ſpend his winter months in town: 

But heard the deviliſh price of beef and pork; 
Stopt ſhort at Highgate, and return d to York. 


* Partho- rege. 


— 
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Lin. a. EF, IT, | 
ON A SPUNGING FELLOW. 


' WHENCE comes it, that old Frank we ſee 
Hunting the Mall, thus, after three ? 
What means that flow and folemn pace ? 
That cloudy look, and rueful face ? 

Why ftarts he thus, and ſinites his breaſt, 
Like one with ſecret grief oppreſt ? 

Prone to the earth his drooping head! 
Why ſure his wife or child is dead. 

No, Sir; for anght that I can tell, 
Frank's wife and children all are well. 
And heav'n vouchſafe their lives to ſpare ! 
For lovely boys and girls they are ; 
As like old Frank as they can ſtare. 

His money's out in proper hands, 
Or well fecur'd on mortgag'd lands. 
Nor loſs of intereſt or of rent 


By bankruptaes does Frank lament. 
Whence is this grief, then, prithee ſay ? 
Why, Sir, Frank dines at home to-day. 
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THE DANGLER. 
Dr THE SAME. 


 CHARM'D with the empty ſound of pompous words, 
Carlo vouchſafes to dine with none but Lords ; 
Whilſt rank and titles all = EI my; 
For theſe he barters every ſocial joy: 

For theſe, what you and I fincerely hate, 

He lives in form, and often ſtarves in ſtate. 
Carlo, enjoy thy peer] content to be 

Rather a ſlave to him than friend to me. 
Go, ſell the ſubſtance to retain the ſne ; 
May you ſeem happy hilſt I'm really fo! 


- 


VANEFY AND AVARICE. - || 


5 - 
* 
=y 
— * D 
E254 THE SAME 
b + 6 . . 
* 


THE wretch that courts the ſordid great, 
And with the ſplendid Florio dines, 

Is tantaliz'd in empty ſtate, 0 ; 
And thirſts amidſt his coſtly wines. 


"af 
F - 
OE 


* 


* 
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There's Burgundy, he lets you know, 
| There's bright.Champaigne's more ſprightly juice: 
There's Claret too—but all for ſhew ; 
The honeſt Port alone's for uſe. 


Thus vex'd, his tortur'd gueſts complain, 
And ftare at what they fear to touch ; 
Thus Florio, covetous and vain, 
Still does too little—or too much. 


THE HOGS OF H — X. 


BY THE SAME, 


KING Bladud once eſpy'd ſome hogs, 
Lie wallowing in the fleaming dogs; 
Whence iſſued forth thoſe fulph'rous ſprings, - 
Since honour'd by more potent kings. 
Vex d at the brutes alone poſſeffing 
What ought to be a common blefling, 
He drove them thence, in mighty wrath, 
And built the ſtately town of Bath. 


The hogs—thus baniſh'd by the Prince— 
Had lurk'd at HK ever ſince, 
D 3 
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THE CECONOMIST. 


Pb 4 
BY THE SAME, 


LAURA, profuſe as city dame can be, 
Still piques herſelf on her my: 


She ne'er will buy a thing that's dear, ſhe vows, 
Yet, by her bargains, pillages her ſpouſe. 


That ſet of china was the cheapeſt thing! 

« 'Tis fine enough to entertain the king. 

“This cambric, lily ſlipp d into her hand, 

« Was ſuch a bargain—ſhe could not withſtand ! 


That cloth, tho dear, coſt nothing, one may ſay ;— 


« "Twill wear for ever, and I know 'twill pay.” 
Then ſhe has bought the fineſt gooſe in town ; 

They aſk'd three ſhillings—but took half- a- crown. 

« And don't you think this ham prodigious cheap ? 
« We did not want it—but, you know, twill keep.” 
Her friends with bargains thus poor Laura treats, 
Laughs at her tradeſmen, whilſt herſelf the cheats ; 


But, Laura, ftop in time; too late, I fear, 


You'll find theſe bargains coft you dev'liſh dear. 
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10 —— ESQ, ANTIQUARY, AND r. R. 8 


BY THE SAME. 
GIVE me the thing that's pretty, odd, and new; Fo 
All ugly, old, odd things -I leave, to you. 


DIOGENES TO ARISTIPPUS. 


BY THE SAME. 


CLOY'D with ragouts, you ſcorn my ſimple food ; 
And think good eating is man's only good : 

I aſk no more than Temperance can give; 

You live to eat, I only eat—to live. 


ON THE DEATH OF AN EPICURE. 
i BY THE. SAME. 
AT length, my friends, the fea of life is Ger; 
Tve eat ſufficient, I can drink no more: 


My night is come; I've ſpent a jovial day; 
'Tis time to part ; but, oh ht is to pay? 


- 


1 


&n EXRCTING A MONUMENT TO SHAKESPEARE, UNDER THE 
DIRECTION OF MR, __ LORD BURLINGTON, &c. 


BY THE SAME, 


TO mark her Shakfpeate's worth, and Britain's love, 
Let Pope defign, and Burlington approve : 

| Superfluous care! when diſtant times ſhall view 
This tomb grown old—his works ſhall ſtill be new. 


ON A BAD SINGER. FROM LUCILIUS. 
BY THE SAME, 

WHEN fereech-owls : ſcream, their note portends 

To frighted mortals, death of friends; 

But when Corvino ftrains his throat, 

Een ſcreech-owls ſicken at the note. 


ON A PILFERING QUACK, 


AN EPIGRAM FROM THE GREEK, 


BY THE SAME, 


CELSUS takes of, by dint of ſkill, 
Each bodily diſaſter ; | 
But takes of ſpoons, without a pill, 

| Your plate, without a plaſter. 
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THE RIVAL BEAUTIES. FROM RUFINUS. 


BY THE SAME, 


THREE lovely nymphs, contending for the prize, 
Diſplay'd their charms before my critic eyes: | 
Superior beauties heighten'd every grace, 

And ſeem d to mark them of celeſtial race: 
But I, who, bleſs'd like Paris, fear'd his fall, 
bore each a Venus was—and pleas'd them, all. 


THE MISER'S VAULTS. 
BY THE SAME. 
Servata centum clavibus. uon. 


THY cellars, friend, may juſtly vaults be ſtyl'd, 
Where caſks on caſks, on bottles bottles pil'd, 
By locks and bolts fo cloſely are confin'd, 

Thy liquor's dead—and buried to mankind. 


A 
1 5 ON AN 'OLD GENTLEMAN'S MARRYING A 


_ FINE SINGING GIRL. 
By THE SAME. 


3 FAM'D for the mu of her ftrains, - _ 

= A warbling Linnet, o'er the plains, 2 WV 
And through the neighbouring groves, was known ; 

The Squire, as late he trudg'd along, WE 

| Was raviſh'd with this Linnet's ſong, 

And wift'd to make the bird his own. 
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With curious art the ſnare was ſet, 
4 (Ye ſwains, the public loſs deplore !) 
Looks pretty ; but, I dare engage, 


% Will charm him with her ſongs no more. 
THE SAD ALTERNATIVE. 
| BY THE SAME. 

IN heat of youth, poor Jack engag'd a wiſe, 
| Whoſe tongue, he found, might prove a ſcourge for life; 
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Perplex'd, he ſtill put off the evil day; 
Grew ſick, at length and juſt expiring lay. 
To which ſad crifis having brought the matter, 
« To wed, or die”—Jack wiſely choſe the latter. 


ON A GUARDTIAN'S MARRYING HIS" RICH WARD. 
BY THE SAME. 


MARIUS, by Calvus left in truft, 
Does but the thing that's firiQtly juſt ; 
To teſtify his great regard, I 
And better to ſecure his ward 

From Iriſh bites, and' fare her pelf, 
He wiſcly—engrviee her Runge. 


TO AN OLD LADY' WHO BUILT A HOUSE. IN A 
VERY' BLEAK SITUATION. 


BY THE SAME, 


HER winds to ſeamen ſells the Lapland witch; 
Would vou but trade. in winds, you'd: ſoon grow rich. 


[ 36 ] 
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ON A GLOBE OF THE WORLD. | 
| BY [THE SAME, 


TINNIT]) INANEZS r. 


IRT, ere you purchaſe; hear the bauble ring: 
Tu all a cheat; a hollow, empty thing! 


VOLTAIRE'S VISIT TO CONGREVE 5 
BY THE SAME. 


ERE France, intent on her Utopian plan, 

Had ſpurn'd all laws t' affert . the rights of man,” 
On liberty fo zealouſly employ d. 

Both liberty and property deftroy'd ;. * | 

She long had view'd, with envy—and applauſe, 
The matchleſs ſyſtem of our Britiſh laws: 

When young Voltaire, by freedom's charms inſpir d, 
To freedom's ſeat from deſpotiſm retir dd. | 


* 


Here heroes he beheld, who bravely fought ; 
Patriots, who wiſcly plann'd, or greatly thought; 


* See Jobuſon's Life of Congreve. 


[ * ] 


Wenne and handy of glorious s, 
Pope, who poſleſs'd, Young riſing into fame: 
Congreve had long the temple's height attain'd, 


Yet ſcorn'd the art, by which that height he gain'd. 


Voltaire, by laudable ambition led 
To view the bard, whoſe works he oft had read, 
Now introduc'd, the youth with rapture fir'd, - 
ns how much the poet he admird! 
. 
* Tea man!“ au Congreoe, & youre! France, 
I find; e 

« But poliſh'd manners, and Ber mind. 
Unite us all :—yet you're deceiv'd, I fear, | 
<< "Tis as a gentleman, I ſee you here. 


* [1 + #% * 
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Sir! quoth Voltaire, we've gentlemen in France, 
Who dreſs, and bow, talk politics, and dance; 
But you are more—and therefore am I come: 
And, were you not, Sir, I had ftaid at home. 


* 
- 
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DkELAmAs BELLE, fee. 


. . 'm0DIRNIEDD. 
BY THE SAME. 


YES, you're a pretty preacher, Sir, we know it, 
Write pretty novels a, are a pretty poet; 
A pretty critic, and tell fortunes + too; , 
Then who writes farce or epigrams like you ? 
At every ball how prettily you nick it! 
You fiddle, fing, play prettily at cricket. 
Yet, after all, in nothing you excel, 
Do all things prettily, but nothing well. 

What mall 1 call you?—fay the beſt I can, 

You are, my friend, à very buſy 4 man. 


. ® Bellas hiftorias. 


1 9 1 


, a Tt | | | ' . : bs: 4 
AN EXPENSIVE JILT. 
MART, 118. 11. EP, 1. 
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BY THE SAME, 


Hec noſſe ſalus eſt adoleſcentulis. nn. 


THERE's not an hour, my Phillis, in the day, 
But you contrive to make my fondneſs pay. 

Your maid, an artful ſlut, now cries, Alas! 
What ſhall I do? I've broke my lady's glaſs.” 
Then Phillis comes herſelf, in tears, poor thing! 
Or dropt, perchance, a diamond from her locket— 
Ten, a new piece of filk muft* pick my pocket. 
Behold her next, her effence-box produce, | 
Which wants ſome rich perfume, or eau-de-luce. 
Now an old hag, pretending to divine 

And ſolve her dreams, muſt have ſome old tent wine+. 
I then for fiſh the market muſt explore, 

Some demirep will dine with us at four. 


— 


* Furtiva lucri. 
+ 4 Nigra,“ to appeaſe the infernal dejtios. 
E 2 
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But, prithee, Phillis, pay ſome ſmall regard 
5 To juſtice - and my generous flame regard: | 
Since I refuſe you nothing, how can you 
Y Thus pick my pocket—and refuſe me too ? 


A PINT OF, WINE is BETTER THAN A BOTTLE. 


— 8 
\ 


* 1 . . . * 
BY THE SAME. 
* 
- * 4 os : 1 ; : 


YOU dine with Lords, and, with inſulting air, 
Repeat, in ſavoury terms, your bill of fare: 
I, happy to eſcape a ſumptuous treat, = 
Enjoy the veniſon—which I did not eat. 


* 


EQUALITY; oz, THE DYING LOVER. 
. BY THE SAME, 
YOUNG Corydon, a forward blade, 
The offspring of a ſquire, 
Addreſs d a lovely, blooming maid, 
Whoſe father was a dyer. 


C# 1 


« A Dyers daughter!“ cries his dad, 
What! marry her! O fye!“ 
- « Why not, Sir?” ſays the honeſt lad, LY iy 
© You know we all muft die.” 


TRANSLATION OF A DISTICH, WKITTEN BY ATTER=- 
BURY, WHEN A WESTMINSTER SCHOLAR, ON THE 
ricurs or JUDAS, 18 THE ALTAR-PIECE, SALD 


TO BE TAKEN FROM A WELL-KNOWN CHARACTER. 


Falleris hac te qui pingi ſub imagine credis, 
Non ſimilis Judas eſt tibi—penituit . 
THINK not by Judas thou art repreſented, 
Though Judas was a thief—yet he repented.. 
' ” TY 6 


AN CE&CONOMICAL REFLECTION. 
BY THE SAME, | 
Scelus eft jugulare Falernum. Mart. 
Tis fin to murder good Port wine. 
WINE, mix'd with water, moſt wiſe men agree, 
Is downright murder, and adultery. 
"'* I cannot recolle& a more ſevere ſtroke of ſatire, con- 
veyed in ſo few words, G. 


E 3 N 


Water defßlrd is like a wife unchaſte, | 
And wine, vat 2th og rpg, 
Would you with me then wiſh, my friend, to dine, 
Drink water, if you pleaſe but ſpare my wine. 


_ „ 


IIR FRUGAL VIRTUOSO. 


BY THE SAME. 


WHY. does our friend thus fill his houſe, 
With heads of ancient ſages, 
Who, 'tis well known, ne'er card a louſe 
For all their learned pages? 


Muſt I then name the cauſe ? I will; 

Our friend, to ſave his chink, 
His houſe with company would fill, } 
a Who neither eat nor drink - 


* The witty Dean of St, Patrick's bas anticipated this 
thought. See Vol. I. p. 35» 
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THE PANACEA. 
| ' BY THE SaMB®. 

MY grand-mother, good Mrs. Shandy, 

Is a great friend to good French brandy. 

If you are fick, ſhe'll then command ye, 

To take a glaſs of good French brandy : 
If you are well, and her bottle handy, 
"ili recommends o Bald of brandy,” * 
Have you caught cold No ſugar- candy 
Is half ſo good as a little brandy: 
If hot, or faint, you'll find good brandy, 
Believe me, Sir, ſolamen grande. 
Fatigu'd at cricket, or at bandy, 
What's better than a little brandy ? 
If on the road the ſun has tann d ye, 
Why, waſh your face with a little brandy : 
Should you be ſea-fick, let em land ye, 
And take a quart of right Nantz brandy. 
Your ſtomach achs?—I underſtand ye 

Here - take this glaſs of good French brandy : 
* I ſhall not be thought, I believe, to have made too 
copious a Selection from the Poematia of Mr. Graves. In 
Mr. G. whoſe ſpritely Ingenuity has ſo often amuſed us 


On the Road of Life, the Reader will recollect the Friend 
and Correſpondent of Shenſtone, 


bi 
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You've ſtrain d your leg, vi ambulandi, 
Bathe it with water mint with brandy. 
Nay, if your eye's fore, Mrs. Shandy © 

_ Still recommends a little brand. 

In ſhort, ſhe thinks you nbyer can die, 

If ſeaſon'd well with right French brandy. 


WW, 


EPIGRAM FROM THE LATIN OF DR. JOHNSON. 
BY MRS. PIOZZ1. 


TO A YOUNG LADY). v 155 s 1N PRAISE oF LIBEAT FC 


PERSUASIONS to freedom fall oddly from: you; 
If freedom we ſeek fair Maria *, adieu! 
„% Molly Aſton (ſaid Dr. Johnſon to Mrs. Piozzi), was 
beauty and a ſcholar, and a wit and a whig, and ſhe 
talked all in praiſe of liberty; and ſo I made this epigram. 
upon her. | 
1 Liber ut eſſe velim, ſuaſiſti, pulchra Maria; 
f «Ut mancam liber, pulchra Maria, vale! 


© She was the lovelieſt creature I ever we, 


% Will it do this way in Engliſh, | Sf ve ſaid Mrs, 
Piozzi, repeating. her tranſlation. | 


% It will do well enough,” replied he, but it is 
tranſlated by a Lady, and the Ladies never loved Molly 
Aſton,” , - 


E 1 
© VERSES. 
BY THE SAME, 


WHEN lurking Love in ambuſh lies, 
Under Friendſhip's fair diſguiſe, 
When he wears an angry mien, 
Imitating Spite or Spleen, 

When, like Sorrow, he ſeduces, 
When, like Pleaſure, he amuſes, 
Still, howe'er the parts are caſt, 

Tis but lurking Love at laſt. 


ON THE BURNING OF LORD MANSFIELD'S LIBRARY, 
TOGETHER WITH HIS MSS. BY THE MOB, IN THE 


MONTH-Or JUNE, 1980. 
BY WILLIAM COWPER, ESQ. 


WHEN wit and genius meet their doom, 
In all-devouring flame, 
They tell us of the fate of Rome, 
And bid us fear the ſame. 
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Oer Munxzar's loſs the Muſes wept; 
They felt the rude alarm, 

Yet bleſs'd the guardian care that kept 
His ſacred head from harm. : 


OY 


There Memory, Ike the bee that's fed 
From Flora's balmy ftore,, _. 
The quinteſſence of all he read. 


Had treaſur d up before. 


Nn 


The lawlefs herd, with fury blind, 
The flow'rs are gone—but ſtil] we find 
The honey on his tongue. 


*. 


& s 


FF f 8 5 =_ | . * 
@N OBSERVING SOME NAMES OF iir NOTES - 


CORDED IN THE BIG@GGRAPHIA BRITANNICA. 
BY THE SAME. 


' OH, fond attempt to give a deathleſs lot 
To names ignoble, born to be forgot ! 
In vain, recorded in hiſtoric page, 
They court the notioe of a future age: 


| Thoſe twinkling, tiny luftres of the land, 


Mol 


- 


- Drop one by one from Fame's neglecting hand; 
Lethean gulphs receive them as they fall, 
And dark' oblivion ſoon abſorbs them all. 

So when a child, as playful children uſe, 
Has burnt to tinder a ſtale laſt year's news, 
The flame extin&, he views the roving fire— _ 
There goes my Lady, and there goes the 'Squire, 
There goes the Parſon, oh, illuſtrious ſpark ! 
And there, ſcarce leſs illuſtrious, goes the Clerk! 


A DISTICH, 


BY THE SAME. 


AT THE REQUEST OF A GENTLEMAN, WHO IMPOR- 
TUNED HIM TO WAITE SOMETHING IN H18 POCKET 


ALBUM» 


I WERE indeed indifferent to Fame, 
Grudging two lines t' immortalize my name, 


\ 2 2 - 
. * | \ 
TS YI - 
6, ME 1 91 
BY E, WALSH, u. 5. | 
IMITATED FROM TAK FRENCH or FPIRON., 
LET thoſe, who ſhine in gallantry, 
Boaſt of miftreſs'—fair and many, 
/ | f 1 8 N 
Only ten belong to me, : 
And the youngeſt is my rAxxx. 
: But the other charming nine, 
5 Neither jealous, nor averſe, 
In her praiſes, all combine 


a: To inſpire my votive verſe. 


FROM THE LATIN OF OWEN. 


BY THE SAME. 


NATURE abhors a Vacuum / Bubo ſaid, | 
- Bubo, you're wrong—the YVacuum's in your head. 


A 
7 
* 
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EPIGRAM. 


BY THE SAME. 


BECAUSE Tm filent, for a fool 
Beau Clincher doth me take ; 
I know he's one, by ſurer rule, 


For—I heard Clincher ſpeak, 


WRITTEN UNDER A FINE STATUE OF ARIADNE. 
BY. THE, SAME, 


BY faithleſs Lover now no longer croſt, 
I gain a thouſand for the one I loſt. 


EPIGRAM. 


BY THE SAME, 
WITH wig profound old Galen cries 
« My patients ne'er complain!“ 
I do believe thee, Ned replies, 
Thou put'f them—out of pain. 


VOL. 11. F 


EPIGRAM. 
"BY THE SAME. 
ARO rhymer, tho' an ardent lover, 
The reaſon readily thou may ſt diſcover 
That Phillis with thy paſſion is not pleas'd— 
Thy verſe puts out the ſpark thy love had rais'd. 


ON SEEING A NARCISSUS IN THE BOSOM OF A 


BEAUTIFUL GIRL. 
BY THE SAME. 


IF Cnrors ſwelling ſeat of joy 

Had been thy bliſsful bier, 

Then had'ft thou died, enamour d Boy! 
Not for Thyſelf—but Her. 


EPIGRAM. 
BY THE SAME. 
WHY in your breaſt ſo dubious a debate 
Between a married and a fingle flate ? 
A Father's wiſe example ne'er miſcarried, 
And He, you know, friend To 


. | 
. 
he 


AS, — never married. 
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THE HON, THOMAS ERSKINE BEING MUCH INDISPOSED | 
ONE EVENING AT LADY PAYNE's, HER LADYSHIP 
BEGGED HIM TO AETIRKE AND LIE DOWN j HE RE» 
TURNED WITH THE FOLLOWING COUPLET IN HIS 


HAND : 


"TIS true, I am ill; but I need not complain, 
For he never knew pleaſure, who never knew Payne. 


TO MISS „„ 
BY BRYAN EDWARDS, ESQ, 


O CLEAR that crue}, doubting brow, 
I'll call on mighty Jove 

To witneſs this eternal yow ;— 
"Tis you alone I love ! 


« Pray leave the God to ſoft repoſe,” 
The ſmiling maid replies, 

„For Jove but laughs at lovers oaths, 
* And lovers' perjuries,” 


F 2 
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By honour'd Beauty's gentle pow'r ! 
By Friendſhip's holy flame ! 
« Ah! what is Beauty, but a flow's, 
And Friendſhip but a name?“ 
By thoſe dear, tempting lips, I cried ;— 
Witt arch, attibiguoiis ook; 
Contvitic'd, my Chloe glatied"afide; 
And bade me I the book. 


JEUX. D'ESPRIT 


A * 
PRESENTED TO TWO FRENCH LADIES OF EMI- 


NENCE, ON A VISIT AT STRAWBERRY HILL, 
BY THE EARL OP ORPFORD., 


„ . +: 6d a4 © + 
TO MADAME DE VILLEGAGNON, ON THE SEIZURE OP 


HER CLOTHES BY THE CUSTOM-HOUSE OFFICERS. 


PARDON, fair traveller, the troq⸗ 
That barr d your wardrobe 's way, 
Nor think your filks;' your gown; and hoop, 
Were objects of their prey. 
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Ah! who, when authoris'd by law 
To firip a form like yours, 

Would reft content with what he ſaw, 
And not exert his powers ? 


TO MADAME DE DAMAS, LEARNING ENGLISH. 


THOUGH Britiſh accents your attention fire, 
You cannot learn ſo faſt as we admire. 

Scholars, like you, but ſlowly can improve, 

For who would teach you, but the verb love 


| ' EPIGRAMS 
FROM PROFESSOR CARLYLE'S ** gPEC1MENS OF ARA- 


BIAN POETRY, FROM THE EARLIEST TIME TO THE 


EXTINCTION OF THE KHALIPHAT®,” 
_ TO A FEMALE CUP-BEARER. 
BY ABD ALSALAM BEN RAGBAN, 


COME, LEILA, fill the goblet up, 
Reach round the roſy wine ; 
Think not that we will take the cup 
From any hand but thine, 
* An ingenious Volume printed at the Cambridge Preſs 


laſt Year, 
F 3 
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— 


A draught, like this, 'twere vain to feek, © _ 
No grape can fuchGupply ; | 
It ſteals its tint from Lzit.4's cheek, 
Its brightneſs from her eye. 


— 


ON A VALETUDINARIAN. 
ö : BY -EBN ALKUMT. 


SO careful is Is A, and anxious to laſt, 
So afraid of himſelf is he grown, 
He fwears through two noftrils the breath goes too 
faſl, 
And he's trying to breathe thro but one. 


ON A MISER, 
BY THE SAME. 
« HANG her, a thoughtleſs, wafteful fool, 
« She ſcatters corn, where'er ſhe goes — 
Quoth Hassan; angry at his mule, 
That dropt a dinner to the crows. 
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0 CASSIM OBI ALLAH, 


THE VIZIR OF MATADHED, UPON THE DEATH OF ONZ 


OF HIS SONS, 
BY ALY BEN AHMED BEN MANSOUR. 


POOR Caflim, thou att doom'd to mourn 
By deftiny's decree ; 

Whatever happens, it muſt turn 
To miſery for thee. 


Two ſons hadſt thou, the one thy pride, 
The other was thy peſt ; 

Ah, why did cruel Death decide 

| To ſnatch away the beſt ? 


No wonder thou ſhould'ſt droop with woe, 
Of ſuch a child bereft ; 

But now thy tears muſt doubly flow, 
For, ah !-——the other's left. 


L 56 J 
TO A FRIEND, UPON HIS BIRTH DAY *, 
| WHEN born, in tears we ſaw thee drown'd, 


| While thine afſembled friends around 
With ſmiles their joy confeſt; 
So live, that, at thy parting hour, 
They may the flood of ſorrow pour, 


And thou in ſmiles be dreſt. 


TO A LADY, UPON SEEING HER BLUSH. 
BY THE KHALIPH RADHI BILLAH. 


LEILA, whene'er I gaze on thee, 
My alter'd cheek turns pale, 

While upon thine, ſweet maid, I ſee 
A deep'ning bluſh prevail. 


LILA, ſhall I the cauſe im 


Why ſuch a change takes place ? 
The crimſon ſtream deſerts my heart, 


To mantle on thy face. 


® This little Piece deſerves particular Attention. 
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THE INCONSISTENT. 


TO A LADY, UPON HER REFUSAL OF. A PRESENT or 
MELONS, AND HER REJECTION OF THE ADDRESSES 


OF AN ADMIRER, 


WHEN I ſent you my. melons, you cried out, with 
They ought to be'keavy, and wrinted, and yellow: 
| When I offered myſelf, whom thoſe graces adorn, 
You flouted, and call'd me an ugly, old fellow. 


ON A LITTLE MAN, WITH A VERY LARGE 
BEARD. | 
BY ISAAC BEN KHALIF, 


HOW cart thy chin that burden bear? 
Is it all gravity to ſhock? 
Is it to make the people ſtare, 
And be thyſelf a laugtiing- ſtockꝰ 
When 3 little feet” 
After thy beard obſequions run, 
I always fancy that T meet 
Some flither follow d by his ſori; 


1 } 


; A man like thee * cer appear d | 
A beard like thine—where ſhall we find it ? 
Surely thou cheriſheſt thy beard, 
"oa In hopes to hide thyſelf behind it. 


TO YOUTH. 
BY EBN ALRABIA, 


IN HIS OLD AGE. 


— 


YES, Youth, thou rt fled, and 1 am left, 
Like yonder deſolating bow'r, 

By winter's ruthleſs hand bereft 
Of every leaf, and every flow'r. 

With heaving heart, and fireaming eyes, 
I woo'd thee to prolong thy ſtay, 
But vain were all my tears and ſighs, 
Thou only fled'ft more faſt away. 


Yet tho' thou fled'ſt away ſo faſt, 
I can recal thee, if I will; 
. For I can talk of what is paſt, 
"<p And, while I talk, enjoy thee ftill, 
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ON LOVE. _ 
BY ABOU ALY,-THE MATHEMATICIAN. 


I NEVER knew a ſpritely fair, 
That was not dear to me, 

And freely I my heart could ſhare 
With every one I ſee. 


It is not this or that alone, 
On whom my choice would fall ; 
I do not more incline to one 
Than I incline to all. 
The circle's bounding line are they 
Its center is my heart, 


My ready love, the equal ray 
That flows to every part. 


A REMONSTRANCE WITH A DRUNK ARD. 


Y YAHIA BEN SALAMET. 
AS wel, in wine, the other night, 
Laib from the banquet ſallied, 


Thus I reprov'd his drunken plight, 
Thus he my prudence rallied, 
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: In bev'rage ſo impure and vile, 
How can'ſt thou thus delight? 
My cups, he anſwer d with a ſmile, 
Are generous and bright,” 


% 


% Beware thoſe dangerous draughts,” I cried, 
« With love the goblet-flows.” 

And curſt is he, the youth replied, 
© Who hatred only knows. 


* Thoſe cups, too ſoon. with ſickneſs fraught, 
Thy ftomach ſhall deplore.” — _ 

© Then ſoon,” he cried, * the noxious draught, 
And all its ills are o'er.” | 


« Raſh Youth, thy guilty joys reſign !“ 
J will,” at length he ſaid; 

© 1 yow I'll bid adieu to wine 
© As ſoon as I am dead.” 


- 
Li 


— 
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EPIGRAM. 


BY HENRY JAMES PYE, ESQ, p. L. 


OMNIA VINCIT AMOR, 


O LOVE, though Virgil's lays aſcribe 
Reſiftleſs pow'r to thee, 

Fet till I thought the happy tribe 
Of Dullneſs ever free; 


Potent I deem d her ample ſhield 
Her favorite ſons to ſave, 

Though to thy ſoft dominion yield 

” 


But fince I ſee, thy votary grown, 
Roms PARIDEL obey, 


compell'd to own 


UNIVERSAL Wer. 
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INSCRIPTION UNDER A PICTURE OF THE EDITOR Of 


SHAKSPEARE'S MANUSCRIPTS, 1796, 
4. 5s 3.x 37" £4 i 
BY WILLIAM MASON, M.A. 
PARODY. | 


FOUR Forgers, born in one prolific age, 

Much critical acumen did engage. *s 

The firſt was ſoon by doughty Douglas ſcar d, 

Tho' John ſon would have ſcreen'd him, had he dar d *,; 

The next+ had all the cunning of a Scot ; 

The third f invention, genius—nay, what not? 
Fraud, now exhauſted, only could diſpenſe 

| To her fourth ſon their three-fold impudence. 


„When Lauder firſt produced his Forgery reſpecting 
Milton, Dr. Johnſon uſhered it into the World by a Pre- 
face, and afterwards wrote Lauder's Recantation, Some 
of his numerous Biographers have endeavoured to prove 
the Doctor no Party concerned: however this may be, the 
virulence he afterwards ſhewed to Mil in the Life 
which he wrote of him for the Bookſellers, - fairly to 
ſupport my Aſſertion, that he would have defended Lauder, 
had he been in any ſort defenſible. M. 


+ Tranſlator of Fingal, Temora, &c. M. 
© Þ Diſcoverer and Tranſcriber of Rowley's Poems, M. 
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TO A LADY WHO LAMENTED SHE COULD YOT 
SING. 


BY EDWARD JERNINGHAM, Esa. 


« OH! give to Lyp14, ye bleft pow'rs!” I cried, 

« A Voice! the only gift ye have denied. 

© A Voice!' ſays Venus, with a laughing air, 

A Voice! ſtrange object of a Lover's prayer 

* Say—ſhall your choſen fair reſemble moſt 

© Yon Philomel, whoſe voice is all her boaſt, 

Or, curtain'd round with leaves, yon mournful dove, 

That hoarſely murmurs to the conſcious grove ? _ 
« Still more unlike,” ſaid I, „ be Lydia's note, © 

The pleaſing tone of Philomela's throat, 

So to the hoarſeneſs of the murmuring Dove 

 « She joins (tis all I aſk) the Turtle's Love! 


Ge 
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LINES OCCASIONED BY MRS, MONTAGU'S FALL, As 
ft WAS GOING DOWN THE STAIRS AT t. JAMES's, 
FEB, 44. 1785. 


\ 


\ BY THE SAME, 


YE radiant fair ! Ye Hebes of the day ! 
Who heedleſs laugh your little hour away, 

Let caution be your guide, when next ye. ſport 
Within tlie precincts of the ſplendid court :  - | 
Th' event of yeſterday for prudence calls, 

"Tis dangerous treading where Mixzsxva falls. 


— 


TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE LADY HERVEY. 


. 


4 BY THE SAS. 
LATE in the Graces' annals have I read, 

The myrtle wreath adorn'd. your youthful head, 
That you, untivall'd, trod th' Idalian green, 

And that the Lovxs elected you their Queen: 

Of jealous Time deſpiſe the trivial harm 

Still by your Wit you conquer, reign, and charm ; 
The learn d, throughout the realm, your genius own, 
And Hervey only has exchang d her Throne. 
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EPIGRAM. 
BY J. WALCOT, M. p. 


SEE Crop1o happy in his own dear ſenſe ! 
And, hark! the World cries, © coxcomb in th' ex- 
ceſs !” 
Now let me undertake the Fop's defence— 
What man could ever be content with leſs ? 


TO ANACREON. 


BY THE SAME. 


GHOST of Anacreon, quit the ſhades, 
And with thee bring thy ſweet old Lyre ; 
; To praiſe the firſt of Britiſh maids, 
f Whoſe charms will ſet thy ſoul on fire. 


But hold—'twere better keep away— 
Of juſtice muſt thy Harp deſpair, 

Which ſuited very well thy day, 
That ſaw no Damſel half fo fair. 


G 3 
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x THE SAME, 


"DEAR Chloe, well I know the fwain, 
Who gladly would embrace thy chain, 
And who, alas! can blame him? 
AﬀeA not, Chloe, a furpriſe: 
| Look but a moment on theſe eyes, 
Thou t aſk me not to name him. 


' LINES ENCLOSED IN A LETTER>CASEy ONS, $1D% OF 
WHICH REPRESENTED A LYRE, AND THE OTHER A 
WREATH OF LAUREL, EMBROIDERED BY uns. MAY 
LEY, AS A PRESENT TO MISS $EWARD. 

4 


BY WILLIAM HAYLEY, ESQ, 


GO, graceful ſymbols of poetic fire, 
Which Friendſkip's needle has with pleaſure trac'd, 
Go, thou embroider'd wreath, and Muſe's lyre, 
A gift to Genius from the band of Taſte, 


1 , 
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Thou filken volume, by Eliza wrought; 

When Seward's verſe is treaſur d in thy folds, 
| Shield that bright charge;—and may thy form be 
A Caſket worthy of the/Gem it holds. 


EPIGRAM, 
— 


FROM, THE LATIN OF Oo 
BY GILBERT WAKEFIELD, B.A. 
DEFENDIT NUMERUS, 


10 all the Tabby kind alone 

Fate has a partial kindneſs ſhown, 

Their thread to thrice three lengths is ran ; 
Their life on thrice three ſpindles ſpun. 

Is Puſs thrown headlong to the ftreet 

From a houſe-top ? She finds her feet. 
Should butchers and their curs annoy her ? 
Nor butchers nor their curs deſtroy her. 
Should the loſe three or een four lives & 
By more than half ſhe fill Jurvives. 
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FROM THE LATIN. _ 7 - 
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BY r. 8. NORGATE, 


GALLA, the ſeaſons of each circling year, 

To thee, my Love, their choĩceſt off rings bear. 
Spring thy young cheeks with bluſhful purple dies, 
And Summer lights her Iuſtres in thine eyes; 
Autumn her apples in thy boſom throws, 
And Winter clothes thee with her whiteſt ſnows. 


ON TROY, 
N : | 
N INIT ATID FROM A GAEEK EPIGRAM:' 


BY. 2. AIKIN, N. p. 


WHERE, hapleſs RR are thy | heav 'n-built walls, 
Thy high embattled tow'rs ; thy ſpacious halls ; 
Thy ſolemn temples, fill'd with forms divine. 


"Hy HT in her awful ſhrine? 


- 
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The mighty Hector, where ?—thy fav rite boaſt; 
And all thy valiant ſons, a numerous hoſt; | 
Thy arts, thy arms, thy riches, and thy ſtate; __ 
Thy pride of pomp, and all that made thee great ] 
Theſe, proſtrate all, in duſt and ruin lie; id 
But thy tranſcendent fame can never die: | - 
* _ "Tis not in fate to fink thy glories paſt; 
They fill the world, and with the world fhall laſt. 4 


EPIGRAM. 7 


BY THE REV. GEORGE HUDDESPORD. 


: e 
A CASE OF CONSCIENCE SUBMITTED TO A LATE 1 
DIGNITARY OF THE CHURCH, ON HIS NARCOTIC 


EXPOSITION OF THE FOLLOWING TEXT; | 


—. 


* Watch and pray, leſt ye enter into Temptation.” f 
BY our Paſtor perplext, 


« Watch and Pray,” ſays the TXT. 
Go to Sleep, ſays the Aux 


' "BPIGRAM. 
A tel _ THE SAME. 

WHILE Dicx to Combs hoftility proclaims, 

A neighbouring taper ſets his hair in flames.— 


The blaze extinct, permit us to inquire : 
Were there no lives loft, Rrcaxny, in us PiRE?” 


@-D 


THE PARADOX: | 


on, 


NED FRIGHTENED OUT OF HIS WITS 


BY THE SAME. 


A 


= 


[ ene titubes, nos 
EMPTY the flaſk, diſcharg d the ſcore, 
Nxp ftagger'd from the tavern door, 
— And falling in his drunken fits, 
Crippled his Noſe, and loft his Wits ; 
But from the kennel ſoon emerging 
His noſe repairs by bed of furgeon : = 
To find his Mita, —but peeps in vain. 


„. 


11 


< Tis hard,” the Patient cries, © to loſe 

« Wits not a whit the worſe for uſe; - 

« Wits, which I always laid afide 

« For great occaſions, cut and dried; 
(Tho' here the caſe was falſely put : 

His Wits were dried, Himſelf was cut.) 

« Wits like the continental aloe, 

« Which for a century lies fallow ; 

« Wits never prodigally waſted ; 

Like choice conſerves, but rarely tafted : 

« Wits huſbanded, not ſpent at random; 
Cork d up, like cordials, for my Grandam : 
« Wits, which if all your wealth could buy—Sir, 
« You would not be a jot the wiſer.” 


Tho plain appear d in every face +» 
A fellow feeling of his caſe, 
Yet ſtill, to ſhew their Wits were ſound, 
His boon companions throng around, 
And ſagely, one and all, accoſt him: 
« Wby, Nzp, I wonder how you loſt em!“ 


* Ae N e r * * 
4 . 


l 
gl | Ah? let them drink their Port in peace, 


And if Nzv's oss or wirs aſtound em, 
How muſt they wonder when us #ounp * 


"BPIGHAMS. | 
"BY r. PARK. 


MORAL, ARITHMETIC. 


FLAM, > eo. i afwhe kink. 

| eee | 

But then he never fails, I find, | 05 * 
wee hk he be 


. » 1 . » 
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A MAN OF PUNCTUALITY. 


HAL Gent me word he'd dine with me 
Preciſely at the hour of three A ns 
But, meeting with ſome tavern-goer, 
Agreed to join his meſs at four. * 
With which, dye think he kept kis word? 
Perhaps, with both.” No, friend, the third 
Happen'd to croſs him on his way, 

And he with kim has paſs'd the day. 


[ 73 J a 


nn SIGHT. n 


SCOTUS, 3 you wa ark ries, 
Vet bears it with a manly woe: 

Why he, poor man, foreſaw his fate, © 
So choſe another—months ago. 


_ CRESCTIT AMOR NUMMI QUANTUM IPSA PECUNIA 


CRESCIT, 
TEN thouſand pounds Avaro had before 
His Father died, who left him twenty more.” 


'Till then. a roll and egg he would allow, 4 
But eggs grow dear, a roll muſt dine him now, 


mY 


TO A FRIEND, ON HIS BEING 0 LAMPOONED. 


WHY ſeem furpriz'd that ribald SLY 

O'er you his Grub-ftreet bounty ſcatters? | 
When a full mud cart paſſes by, _ -- 

"Tis odds that you eſcape the ſpatters. OY 
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' TO HIM, WHO LAMENTED SEEING A BEAUTIFUL 
WOMAN WEEP. x 


BY  MKS. M. ROBINSON, 


THE lucid Tear, from LzsB1A's eye, 
Dod her ſoft cheek in pity flows, 
As ETHER drops forſake the ſky, . 

To cheer the drooping, bluſhing osx. 


For, like the suv, her eyes diffuſe 
Oer her fair vac ſo bright a ray, 
That Tears muſt fall, like heav'nly Dew, 
Left the winx RosEs fade away. 


TO —— —— . 


BY THE SAME, 


ON the baſe ſhrine of ſordid Love 
Lay all the (gems of IN DIA's ſhore ! | 
My mind fuch-gifts will never move: 
Give me thy HEART aſk no more 


Cal 


Or, if thou think 'ſt thy throbbing breaſt 
1 27 | Would ſcarce endure a vacant ſpace ; 
: Ah, ſet thy fearful yearT at reſt ; 

Tl give thee xx, to fill its PLACE ! 


8 IMPROMPTU, 
ON AN ANTIQUATED AND SPLENETIC BEAUTY. 


BY THE SAME. 


WHEN Mrxa bloom'd at gay fifteen, 
Mankind proclaim'd her BzauTY's QUEEN, 
And ev'ry heart ador'd her! 
Now Myxa trembles at threeſcore ; 
The barb'rous ſex, alas! no more 
A ſingle glance afford her! 


Now sLAaxDER occupies her hours, 
And $PLEEN her wither'd frame devours; 
Okt envious fate complaining ! 
Tis thus we. ſee the Ros decay, 
And all its beauties fade away, 
The THORN alone remaining ! 


- 


— 
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= IMITATIONS OF SOME OF THE EPIGRAMS OF 


" MARTIAL. 
" . 


BY NATHANIEL BRASSEY. HALHED, ESQ, 


BOOK 7 Ir. LXI V. 


FULL twenty years, through all the courts, 
'  Oneeeraving proceſs Grone ſupports, 


You're mad, GzorGE—twenty years you're mad: 
——A nonſuit's always to be had. 


— BOOK g. EF, LXXXIT. 


POOR once, and poor for - M4 Nar, I "Dt "73 
— None but the rich get place and penſion here, 


— 


. 


AK you, laſt night why Gnrros ill behav'd ? 
A well-tim'd quarrel is a inner ſavd. 


BOOK 6. BP, XXII. 


INFLAM'D with CaLoe's marketable charms, 
STREPHON, by bond, ſecur'd her to his arms : 


"'CXD 


Then, growing wiſer, as he grew leſs fond, 
Eſpous'd the lady to ſecure the bond. 
Now all the witlings of the turf allege, 


% 


STrEPHON's was not a wedding, but a hedge. - 


BOOK 3. FP. X. - 


YOUR father, young SeL1T-co1x, they ſay, 
Allow'd you five hundred a year: * 
And it came like a corporal's pay, 
Each week he made up the arrear. 
Twould keep you from ftarving he thought ; 4 
For he knew your extravagance ſuch, - - 
That to-morrow you'd ne'er have a groat, 
Though to-day you got ever ſo much. 
But his will, in appearance leſs ſtrict, N 
Outright gave you all he could give. 
Why, already we ſee how yop're trick d 
—— Diſinherited, Bos, as I hve. - 87 


BOCR 2. EP. XXVII. 


ANGLING for dinner, CHARLES at ev'ry line 
I read him, puts me to the bluſh : 

« Delactous !” © charming !” © exquiſite!” © divine!” 
Huh, CHARLES, you've earn d your victuals: 


huſh ! 
H 3 


* 


* 


BOOK 7, EP, IX, 


« Will and Hal love their bottle.” Well, Pnarrrr, 
Drink as much as they can, 'twill not make you a ſot. 
« Phil's purſe has fin d deep for illicit amours.” | 
Well, PxaTTLE, the damage i is Philip's, not yours, 
« Surface revels all night, and ſleeps out half the 
AR 9 
Well, PRATTLE, his pranks will not turn your head 
grey. 
© CHARLES, ruin xd by gambling, begs alms to ſubſiſt. 
Well, PxaTTLE, ſubſcribe or withhold, as you liſt. 
Be leſs buſy, good PRATTLE, with others affairs! 


, Keep an eye to-copigerns of your own, and not theirs, 


You're in riſk of arreſt, Pn ATTLE: that's your concern: 


None will lend you a doit, and you've no means to 


earn. 


Your wife's ever drunk; Pn ATTLE: that concerns you. 


Miss PRATTLE, your daughter's with child—and 
that too. | : 


1 could preach thus a week, did my taſte ſo incline ; 


But, PRATTLE; your ſcrapes are no bus'neſs of mine. 


F 


BOOK 7, EP. XII. : 
DASH half the lots at ev'ry fale ſecures. — 
Why, Dasn!—the next grand auction will be yours. . 


_- 


BOOK EL EP, XVII. 


Of rank, deſcent, and title, proud, 
Mere gentry Lapy SusAx could not bear: 
She'd wed but with a Duke ſhe vow'd— 
And fo abſconded with a player, 


BOOK 7. EP. VIII, 


— 


THY valour, Bouxce, improves apace, 
For one ſo paſt his prime 

Already thou'lt an army face— 
Thou'lt face a man in time. 


ROOK 9. zr. vi. 


YOU'D marry the Marquis, fair lady, they ſay ; 
You're right ; we've ſuſpected it long: 

But his Lordſhip declines in a complaiſant way,— 
And, faith, ke's not much in the wrong. 


— 
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BOOK 1, EP. XC: 
«+ 


BEYOND a whiſper BasnyvL ne'er can reach: 

'Tis thus he talks, ſcolds, ſwears, and makes a ſpeech. 

He laughs in whiſpers, and in whiſpers weeps ; 

And ſnores a ſort of whiſper, when he ſleeps. 

Whiſpers a toaſt, a ballad, or a catch. 

And whiſpers c ti ev es or © murder / to the watch. 

Once, in his cups, he join'd, with much ado, 
Cod ſave the King and that he whiſper'd too. 


BOOK 11, EP. XXXVI., 


WITH a room-full, to me all unknown, 
You bid me make one at your feaſt ; 
I decline it ; you grumble and groan, 
And call me unſociable beaſt, — 
' Why, ſince I muſt dine quite alone, 
b- I u dine by myſelf, Sir, at leaſt. 


BOOK 10. EP. VIII. 


* 


I LAUGH at Porr's perpetual pother 
To make me. her's for life. | 
She's old enough to be my Mother — 
But not to be my Wifes - 


PY 1 


ANONYMOUS EPIGRAMS®. 


THE JOCKEY. 


HIS horſes run too flow to win the plate, 
But certain 'tis—they outrun his eftate. 


EPIGRAM. 


ANCIENT PIII Is has young graces : 
"Tis a ſtrange thing, but a true one : 
Shall I tell you how ? | 
She herſelt makes her own faces, 
And each morning wears a new one.— 
Where's the wonder now ? 


* Many of theſe are original. 
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. : LEM ie 1 
A REASON FOR NOT WRITING IN PRAISE Or 
| CELIA. 1 


: 


* 


FOR Phcebug' aid my voice I raiſe, 5 
To make the charms of CRLIA known, 
A face that's brighter than his own. 


— 


DAMON. 


HERE, ladies, all your favours ſhow'r ; 
Your favour none can merit more. 
Other ungrateful ſouls (plague on 'em) 
Forget a favour really done 'em ; 

But grateful Danon, tis believ'd, 
Remembers thoſe he ne'er receiv d. 


EPIGRAM. 
A YORKSHIRE man and oftler ſtil 
| Ere this, you might have been, 
Had you employ d your native ſkill, 
Landlord, and kept the inn. 


* r 8 8 * 
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„Ah! Sir, to (kill whate'er pretence, — 
Juack anſwers, “ twill not do; 
Nought's to be done, till I get hence, 
For Meyſter's Yorkſhire too.” 


»Y LIMP 


_ 


ON A VIOLENT DISPUTE BETWEEN TWO 
\ ©" MUACIANS. 


STRANGE, 'twixt two Fidlers there ſhould be 
So great a want of HARMONY ! 


SIMILIS SIMILI GAUDET. 


WHEN CnLoz's picture was to CRLoꝝ ſhown, 
Adorn'd with charms and beauty not her own, 
Where Hogarth, pitying nature, kindly made 

Such lips; fuch eyes, as CHLoz never had; 
Ye Gods ! ſhe cries, in ecſtacy of heart, 
How near can nature be expreſs'd by art ! 
Well, it is wondrous like ! Nay, let me die! 
The very pouting lip, the killing eye ! 
Blunt and ſevere, as Manly in the play, | 

Downright replies Like! Madam, do you ſay ? 
«© The picture bears this likeneſs, it is true; 

| The canvaſs painted i is, and ſo are you.” 
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ON 8EEING A VERY RICH MAN DRINK THE WATERS 
OF TUNBRIDGE WELLS, WHO HAD REFUSED ro 
CONTRIBUTE TO THE KELLIEY OF 4 DISTRESSED 


FAMILY, 


FOR deepeſt woes old Hazyax ſcorns to feel; 5 
Think ye his bowels ſtand in need of ſteel ? 


EPIGRAM. 


JOAN vows, to hearten timorous youth, 
She ne'er ſaw ghoſt, or thing uncivil, 

Worſe than herſelf—though once, in truth, 
Joan does believe ſhe ſaw the devil! 


EPIGRAM. n 


JACK, eating rotten cheeſe, did fay, 
Like Samſon, I my thouſands ſlay. 
' I vow, quoth Rooxn, ſo you do 
And with the ſelf-ſame weapon too. 


e 


EPITAPH-MAKING. 


| $IR Jonx, and Sir Jonx's ſpouſe the tombs furvey'd: 

Let now, ſaid ſhe, my epitaph be made. * 
« Here, low interr'd, lies conflant Bid 
Hold! hold! cries be, I wiſh the did. 


THE FATAL VICTORY, 


UNHAPPY Cartnmes, neighbour to a peer, 
Kept half his ſheep, and fatted half his deer; 

Each day his gates thrown down, his fences broke, 
And injur'd ſtill the more, the more he ſpoke : 

At length, reſolv'd his potent foe to awe, 

And guard his right by ſtatute and by law, 

A ſuit in Chancery the wretch begun ; 

Nine happy terms through bill and anſwer run, 
Obtain'd his cauſe, - had coſts, and -was undone. 


EPIGRAM. 


WHEN Egypt's hoft God's choſen tribe purſued, 
In cryſtal walls th' admiring waters ſtood ; 
: I 2 


3 
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When through the dreary waſte they took their way, 
The rocks relented, and pour'd forth a ſea. 
What limits can th' Almighty goodneſs know, 
If ſeas can harden, and if rocks can flow ! 


- EPIGRAM.  - 


MIDAS, they ſay, poſleſs'd the art, of old, 
Of turning whatſoe'er he touch d to gold. 
This modern ſtateſmen can reverſe with eaſe : 


Touch them with gold, they'll turn to what you pleaſe. 
-EPITAPH ON A SCOLDING WIFE. 
FROM BOILBADU. 


HERE lies my wife ; poor MoLLy ! let her lie : 
She finds repoſe at laſt and fo do I. . 


= 


EPIGRAM. - 


AN Author's writings oft reveal 

Where now and then he takes a meal. 
Invite him, once a week, to dinner, 

He'll ſaint you, though the vileſt ſinner ;- 
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Have you a ſmilipg, vacant face? 
He gives you ſoul, expreſſion, grace; 
Swears what you will, unſwears it too; 
What will not beef and pudding du ? 


AN APOLOGY FOR WEDLOCK *, 


IN marriage are two happy things allow'd ; 

A wife in wedding ſheets, and in a ſhrowd. 

How can the marriage-ſtate then be accurs'd, 
Since the laſt day's as happy as the firſt ? 


| \ 
THE RETORT COURTEOUS. 


UPON ſome haſty errand Tom was ſent, 
And met his pariſh curate as he went ; 


But juſt like what he was, a ſorry clown, 

It ſeems he paſs'd him with a cover'd crown. 

The gownman ſtopp'd, and turning, fteraly ſaid— 

] doubt, my lad, you're far worſe taught than fed!“ 

« Why, aye,” ſays Tou, ſtill jogging on, © that's 
true: 


« Thank God! he feeds me, but I'm taught by you.” 


* See The Tatler, No. 40. 
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- * EPIGRAM. 
' NO wonder that Oxford and Cambridge profound 
In learning and ſcience ſo greatly abound ; 
Since ſome carry thither a little each day, 
And we meet with fo few, who bring any away. 


ON THE GIN ACT. 
" TO A GREAT MAN. 
" FROM rns 


WHY will you make us coolly thinx?— 
If You would govern, we muſt drink. 


FORTITUDE. 

MY ſickly ſpouſe, with many a ſigh, 
Told me—“ My BiLLy, I ſhall die.“ 
I griev'd, but recollected ſtraight 
'Twas bootleſs to contend with fate; 
So reſignation to Heav'n's will 
Prepar'd me for ſucceeding ill :— 
"Twas well it did; for, on my life, 
"Twas Heaven's will—to ſpare my wife. 
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THE MUTUAL VOUCHERS. 


CARLO, you ſay, writes well ; ſuppoſe it true— 
You pawn your word for him, who'll vouch for you; 
So two poor rogues, who find their credit fail, 

To cheat the world, become each other's bail. 


THE ANTIDOTE. 
WHEN Les814 firſt I ſaw, fo heavenly fair, 
With eyes ſo bright, and with that awful air, 
I thought my heart, which durſt ſo high aſpire, 
As bold as his, who ſnatch'd celeſtial fire: 
But, ſoon as e'er the beauteous ideot ſpoke, 
Forth from her coral lips ſuch folly broke; 
Like balm, the trickling nonſenſe heal'd my wound, 
And what her eyes enthrall'd, her tongue unbound. 


ON A BAD PAINTER. 


FABIUS, you ſay, is much inclin'd 
y Each cheek with too much red to fill ; 
His pieces only 5/ufa to find 

The painter does his taſk ſo ill. 


* 


f | 
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5 _  EFIGRAM. 
HOW kind has Nature unto BLusTEer been, 
Who gave him dreadful looks, and dauntleſs mien ! 
Gave tongue to ſwagger, eyes to ſtrike diſmay, 
And, kinder ſtill, gave—legs to run away! 


4 


| EPIGRAM. 
IF found among thieves, an unfortunate ſtranger 
May oſt bring himſelf into imminent danger; 
But if, taken with Snoxxx, you've made her your wife, 


+ "Tis an hundred to one you're tranſported for life. 


EPIGRAM. 


' WHENCE comes it then, old Gx1yvus? why fo good? 


Why ſhare the poor the ſcantlings of thy food? 
I know the cauſe of this ſame righteous leaven,— 
"Tis for the ſeven-fold interoſ paid in Heaven. 


EPIGRAM. 


FROM THE FRENCH. 
I DIE with ſadneſs, if the bluſhing fair, 
Theſe eyes adore, rejects her lover's pray ; 


- 
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I die with tranſport, if her gentle ear 
Is pleas d her lover's ſoft complaint to hear. 
How ſhall a wretch his fate contrive to ſhun, 
Both by her rigour and her ſmiles undone ? 
Each way I look, I view my ruin ſure, 
Fall by the wound, or periſh by the cure. 


EPIGRAM. 


TO rob the public two contractors come, 
One cheats in corn, the other cheats in rum. 
The greater rogue 'tis hard to aſcertain, 

The rogue in ſpirit, or the 10gue in grain. 


EPIGRAM. 


BROTHER bucks, your glaſſes drain ! 
Tou, tis ſtrong and ſparkling red.” 
Never fear—'twon't reach my brain. 
„No- that's true but twill your head.” 


TRANSLATION OF THE FOLLOWING LINES 
FROM VIRGIL: 


NOCTE pluit tot3, redeunt ſpectacula mane ; | 


All night it rains, the ſhows return with day ; 
Thus Jovx and Cxsax bear alternate ſway. 


EPIGRAM. 


11 WONDER' not, when I was told 
The venal Scet his country ſold: | 

I rather very much admire 

How he could ever find a buyer. 


” LINES SUPPOSED-TO HAVE BEEN WRITTEN IN THE 15TH 
CENTURY, BY THE DUKE OF CLARENCE, BROTHER 
TO KING EDWARD THE FOURTH, OF THE HOUSE OF 
YORK, AND SENT, WITH A WHITE ROSE, TO/LADY 
ELIZA BEAUCHAMP, DAUGHTER TO THE DUKE OF 
AOMERSET, A STAUNCH ADHERENT TO THE HOUSE 
OF LANCASTER, b 


IF this fair roſe offend thy ſight, 


Plac'd on thy boſom bare, 
"Twill bluſh to find itſelf leſs white, 
And turn LaNCAsTRIAN there. 


1 * 
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| But if thy ruby lip it ſpy, 

443 kiſs it thou may ſt deign, 

Witz envy pale, "twill loſe its die, 
And Yorx15T turn again. 


% 


EPIGRAM. 


FROM AUSONIUS, 

WITH fates averſe, the nuptial bed 
Twice luckleſs Dias tried; 

When her firſt huſband died, ſhe fled, 
When t'other fled, ſhe died. 


ON GLOVER'S LEONIDAS BEING COMPARED TO 
| VIRGIL. 
EQUAL to Virgil It may, perhaps; 
But then, by Jove, tis Dr. Trappe i. 


THE FRENCH POETS. 
FROM THE FRENCH OF M. DE MONTMORT. 


WHEN old Elijah, as the ſcriptures ſay, 
Triumphant mounted to the realm of day, 
His ſpirit doubled, and his cloak befide 
He gave Eliſha, by long ſervice tried: 
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Trifan from hence would fain example take 
For honeſt Quinau/t, his diſciple's ſake : 
But this, alas! inzurious fate denied, 

. For Triſtan poorer than a prophet died. 

| To Quinauli thus the bard expiring ſpoke: 

1 My wir I leave thee, but I have no cLoax!” 


E ᷑IORARM. 
« FROM THE LATIN OP LEWIS DUNCOMB8 *. 
THE lofty oak from a ſmall acorn grows, 
And to the ſkies aſcends with ſpreading bows ; 


4 £ 4 " 
- 4 Diu 5 F 


* A promiſing young Gentleman Commoner of Merton 
College (ſecond fon of John Duncombe, Eſq, of Stocks, 
in Hertford ſhite), who died, Dec. 26, 1730, in the twen- 
tieth Year of his Age. His Epigram has had many Tranſ- 
lators. The Thought is more creditable to him than the 
Poetry, | | | 
DE MINIMIS MAXIMA, 
Exigua creſcit de glande altiſſima quercus, 
Et tandem patulis ſurgit in aſtra comis : 
Dumque anni pergunt, creſcit latiſhma moles, 
Mox ſecat zquoreas bellica navis-aquas. - 
Angliacis hinc fama, ſalus hinc naſcitur oris, 
Et G6LANs eſt noſtri præſidium imperii. 


t 1 


As years increaſe; i nds 6 nel b 
Then, big with death and — — the 
Hence riſes fame and ſafety to our ſhore, 

And from an Acorn ſprings Britannia's pow'r. 


THE LAWYER AND CLIENT. 


© 


TWO Lawyers, when a knotty caſe was o'er, 
Shook hands, and were as good friends as before. 
« Say,” cies the loſing client, how came y- 
To be ſuch friends, who were ſuch foes juſt naw?” 
Thou fool! one anfwers, © Lawyers, tho' ſo keen, 
Like ſhears, ne er cut themſelves, but what's between. 


EPIGRAM. 
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I DROP T a thing in verſe, without a name; 
I felt no cenſure, and I gain d no fame; "op 
The public ſaw the baſtard in the cradle, | 
But ne er inquir'd ; ſo left it to the beadle. 
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Ae Noblementakes up the child. 
The real father lay perdu, and ſmil d. 
The public now enlarges every grace 
What ſhining eyes it has! how fair a face ! 


Of parts what ſymmetry! what ſtrength divine! 
The noble brat is ſure of Pelops line. | 


ON MRS. FURY, 


Is the greateſt of bleflings that heaven can give; 
But, faith! they're miſtaken; for, nymphs, I affure ye, 
It's a far greater bleſſing to look like a Foxy. 
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DIALOGUE BETWEEN HARRY, WHO HAD A BETTER 
* e * . 
. LIBRARY THAN UNDERSTANDING, AND DICK, WHO 


HAD A BETTER UNDERSTANDING THAN LIBRARY, 


225 QUOTH Hazzy to his friend, one day, 
o Would, Ricaary, I'd thy head!“ 
© What wilt thou give fort? (Dicx replied) 
8 ' The bargain's cy made.” 
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* My head, and all my books, I'd give, 
With readineſs and freedom ”” 
I'd take thy books; but with thy head, 
* I fear, I neer could read em. 


© EPIGRAM. 
CRIES Nep to his neighbours, as onward they preſt, 
Conveying his wife to her place of long reſt; | 


Take, friends, I beſeech you, a little more leifure; 
For why ſhould we thus make a toil of a pleaſure?” 


LOVE TEARS. 


.BOAST not thy golden ſhower, great Jove! Behold 
Cupid deſcend in ſhowers more rich than gold. 


TO DR. BALGUY, 


ON HEAKING A SERMON PREACHED BY. HIM AT 


WINCHESTER CATHEDRAL, ON THE TEXT— 


« Wiſdom is Sorrow.“ 


IF what you advance, my dear Doctor, be true, 
That Wiſdom is Sorrow—how wretched are You! 
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| F 
EPILOGUE TO THE TUNBRIDGE VERSES FOR 
TRE YEAR SIXTY-FIVE. 


OUR patron Apollo, both Wit and Phyſician, 

At Tunbridge will grant us but half our n 

We find by the waters, and what is here writ, 

That his phyſic he gives, but. denies us his wit, - | 

No good. can enſue, while he plays us this trick, 

For the ſpring makes us well, and the yerſe makes us 
I 


ON FOOTE'S DEATH. 


FOOTE Sos hints Brom alas! is hurt'd; 
Death tool him of, who took off all the world. 


EPIGRAM. 


AS WII I along the floor had laid 
_ His lazy limbs in ſolemn ſhow, 
« Lou re ill,” quoth Sax, © I'm ſore afraid ;" 
4 Indeed,” ſays WI « I'm rather low.” 


' 
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EPIGRAM. 


'VIRTUOUS and friendly Sava will be, 
While Right and Intereſt can agree ; 
But, when they differ, do not wonder 

If Savas and Virtue are aſunder. 


EPIGRAM. Mix 


WHEN SxnaccLE my aſſiſtance wanted, | 
He fawn'd, attended clofe, and canted ; 
Of late you ſee him not about me, 

For SNAGGLE now can live without me. 


ON SOME SNOW THAT MELTED ON A LADY'S 
BREAST. | 


THOSE envious flakes, come down in haſte 
To prove her breaſt lefs fair, 

Grieving to find themſelves ſurpaſs'd, 
Difſoly'd into a tear. 


% 
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IN A PAPER, ENCLOSING A LOCK OF THE 
© 1 3 "WRITER'S HAIR. 


72 TO — — . 
' POOR, ſeverd Lock, from this wild head depart, 
And reft moſt ſweetly near EL1za's heart! 

Oh, may ſhe deign to think on Love and—Me ! 


When Time on ſchemes maturity beftows, 

And Fortune ſmiles propitious to my vows, 

Poor, ſeyer'd Lock, yield up the bleſſed part !— 
EL1Za, take Me ſolely to thy heart! 


" 

PT # * 
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MONITION. TO THE LADIES. 


-"MYRTILLA, rifing with the dawn, 
Steals roſes from the bluſhing morn ; 
But when MyrnrILLA fleeps till ten, 
Avkona ſteals them back again. 
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ON SEZING THE WORDS © DoOMUS ULTIMA” 1NSCRIBED 
ON THE VAULT BELONGING TO THE DUKES OF 
RICHMOND, IN THE CATHEDRAL OF CHICHESTER, 


DID he, who thus inſcrib'd this wall, 
Not read, or not believe, St. Paul, 
Who ſays, there is, where er it ſtands, 
Another Houſe, not made with hands ? 
Or ſhall we gather from theſe words, 
That Houſe is not a Houſe of Lords ? 


- 


ON WIT. 


TRUE Wit is like the brilliant ftone, 
' Dug from the Indian mine; 

Which boaſts two various powers in one— 

To cut, as well as ſhine. 
Genius, like that, if poliſh'd right, 

With the ſame gift abounds ; 

Appears at once. both ſharp and bright, 
And ſparkles, while it wounds, 


| EPIGRAM. 


@ ©: A 


As Quin and Foote, 


One day, walk d out, 
To view the country round, 
In merry mood, 


They chatting ſtood, 


Hard by the village pound. 


Foote from his poke 
A Shilling took, 
And ſaid, I'll bet a penny, 
In a ſhort ſpace, 
Within this place, 
I'll make this piece a Guinea, 


Upon the ground, 


Within the pound, 

The Shilling ſoon was thrown: 
Behold, ſays Focte, 
The thing's made out, 

For there is one pound one. 
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I wonder not, 

Says Qin, that thought 
Should in your head be found, 

Since that's the way 

Your debts you pay— 

- One Shilling in the pound, 


ON HEARING THAT A PERSON'S POCKET HAD 
BEEN PICKED OF HIS WATCH. 


HE, that a watch would carry, this muſt do, 
Pocket his watch, and watch his pocket too, 


THE EXPOSTULATION. 


WHEN late I attempted your pity to move, 
Why ſeem'd you fo deaf to my prayers ? 
Perhaps it was right to difſemble your love— 

But why did you kick me down ſtairs ? 


* 
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f AN OLD BEAU, OF THE NAME OF PAGE, FINDING A 
LADY'S GLOVE, SENT {iT TO THE OWNER WITH 
THIS DISTICH, AND RECEIVED THE FOLLOWING 
ANSWER: *_ 


FROM Glove cut off th' initial letter G, 
Then GLovx is Love, and that I ſend to thee. 


ANSWER, 


FROM Page cut. off th' initial letter P, 
Then Pact is Ace, and that won't do for me. 


EPIGRAM. 


WHEN Txor in coach his foot firſt ſet, 
He bluſh'd, and back a ftep reclin'd ; 
For TrxoT himſelf could not forget 
How many years he rode behind, 


ON SEEING AN OFFICER DREST EFFEMINATELY 
AT AN ASSEMBLY. 


'TIS ſaid that our foldiers fo lazy are grown, 
With luxury, plenty, and eaſe, : 
That they more for their carriage than courage are 
known, | 
And can ſearce tell the uſe of a piece. 
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Let them ſay what they will, ſince it nobody galls, 
And exclaim out ſtill louder and louder ; 

But there ne'er was more money expended in Balls, 
Or a greater conſumption of Powder, 


EPIGRAM. 


WHEN fancies queer plagu'd Menelaus' head, 
Thus to her Lord the blooming Helen ſaid— 
“This earthly part to Troy tho' Paris bore, 
Still was my ſou! with thee on Sparta's ſhore.” 
Troth! cried the Huſband, I believe it well, 

* However, next time, leave the body, Nell 


* 


TO A WRETCHED PSALM-SINGER*. 


STERNHOLD and Hopkins had great qualms, 
And they tranſlated David's pſalms, 
To make the heart full glad : 
If it had been poor David's fate 
To hear thee ſing, and them tranſlate, 
By Jove, 'thad made him mad. 


* This Epigram is ſometimes aſcribed to Wilmot, Earl 
of Rocheſter, I know not with what juſtice, 


e 


* 
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{ - TO A BAD POET. -; 


: . fault. cannot bear poetic finning— 
Thy verſes have; and that is THE BEGINNING: - 
But, this one fault in ſome ſort to amend, _ 
They have one excellence, and thats—TRR END. 


ON AN OXFORD TOAST, WITH FINE EYES AND 
| A BAD VOICE. 


_ LUCETTA'S charms our hearts ſurpriſe 
At once with love and wonder; 
She bears Jove's Lightning in her eyes, 
And in her voice his Thunder. 


BENEVOLENCE. 


THE other day, ſays Nep to Jox, 
Near Bedlam's confines groping, 
Whene'er I hear the cries of woe, 
My hand is always open. - 


I own, ſays Jos, that to the poor 
(cu prove it every minute) 

Your hand is open, to be ſure, 

But then—there's nothing in it. 


> 
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_ EPIGRAM. 


RANT i is, they ſay, indicted for a Wit, 
To which he pleads—* not guilty,” —and is quit. 


ANOTHER. 


WHEN men of infamy to grandeur ſoar, | 
They light a torch to ſhew their ſhame the more, 


MATRIMONY. 


TOM prais'd his friend, who chang'd his ſtate, 
For binding faſt himſelf and Katz 
In union ſo divine; 
«« Wedlock's the end of life,” he cried; 
« Too true, indeed !” ſaid Jack, and ſigh'd, 
„ "Twill be the end of mine „ 


* nnn O pn 


DID SE like agues, ever intermit, | 
How ſhould we bluſh, in abſence of the e fit! 
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EXTEMPORE, 


ON SEEING TWO LADIES IN THE PLAY-HOUSE. 


IN Bropr's cheeks the roſes blow, 
In Carrr's noſe they riſe ; 

From B1vvr's lips ſoft accents flow, 
And ftreams from CarTr's eyes. * 


The jet, that Bippx's brows diſplay, 
To Carry's teeth repairs, 

And Bippr's lilies, bleach'd to gray, 
Appear in Cartry's hairs. 


Yet Bippr's now the reigning toaſt, 
| Neglected Carry lies; 

While ſhe deſerves the bumper moſt, 
Who moſt attracts our eyes. 


WRITTEN ON A WINDOW, UNDER A VOW' 


AGAINST MATRIMONY, 


THE Lady, who this reſolution took, 
Wrote it on glaſs, to ſhew it might be broke. 
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THE DEFORMITY OF vick. 


"WOULD thou hadſt beauty leſs, or virtue more; 
For nothing's uglier than a pretty W—. 


EPIGRAM. 


THUS with kind words Six EDwarD cheer'd his 
friend, 

Dear D1cx, thou on my friendſhip may'ft depend; 

« know thy fortune is but very ſcant, 

But be aſſur d I'll ne'er ſee Dick in want,” 

Dicx's ſoon confin'd—his friend, no doubt, would 
free him: | 

His word he kept—in want he ne'er would ſee him. 


LINGUA POTENTIOR ARMIS. 
THAT Speech ſurpaſſes Force is no new whim ; 


Fove caus d the Heavens to tremble, Funo—Him. 
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EPIGRAM. 


A WELSHMAN and an Engliſhman diſputed, 

Which of their lands maintain'd the greateſt ſtate ; 

The Engliſhman the Welſhman quite confuted, 

The Welſhman yet would not his vaunts abate : | 

„Ten cooks,” quoth he, “ in Wales, one wedding 
ce ſees,” | 


* Aye,' cries the other, each man toafts his cheeſe.” 


ON DR. PHILEMON HOLLAND'S* TRANSLATION 
OF SUETONIUS. 


PHILEMON with tranſlations does ſo fill us, 
Hie will not let Suetonius be Tranquillus. 


*. 


ON A THREADBARE POET. 


IN veſt, tranſpierc'd by every wind, attir'd, 
What mortal doubts the bard to be inpir' d? 


* A Phyſician and Schoolmaſter at Coventry, called the 
Tranflator General of his Age. The Books alone of his 
turning into Engliſh (ſays Winſtanly) are ſufficient to 
make 4 country Gentleman a complete Library. He died, in 


1636, aged 83. 
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ON MR. CORNELIUS #* ®, 


NIGRINUS leads a married life, 

Not with his own, but neighbour's wife; 
And though Corxxiivs knows it's thus, 
The fool's Cornelius Tacitus, 


ON THE MASTERS OF CLARE-HALL, AND CAIUS 
(OR KEYS) COLL: | 


SAYS Goock® to old Wilcox, Come, take t'other bout! 
'Tis late, ſays the Maſter, I'll net be lock d out. 
Mere ſtuff! cries the Biſhop, ſtay as long asyou pleaſe; 
What ſignify gates? Arn't I Maſter of Keys ? 


THE INAMOURED. 


FOVE's head held Pallas. Sam's like Fove of late 
A girl has taken lodgings in his pate. 


* Sir Thomas, Biſhop of Ely. 
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ON A NATURAL FBILD, DESTROYED BY ITS 
MOTHER. 


"TWAS Love, that conquer'd Shame, and gave thee 
breath, 2 wy 
And Shame, that, conquering Love, decreed thy death. 


* r 


Talk as you pleaſe of Turk and Pope, but 1 
Still think my neighbour my worſt enemy. 


UNIVERSAL COMPLAISANCE. 


THROUGH ſervile flattery thou doſt all commend.— 
Who cares to pleaſe, whom no man can offend ? 


THE PRUDENT CHOICE. 


WHEN Lovelace marry'd Lady Fenny, 
| Whoſe beauty was the ready penny ; 
| 4 I-choſe her, ſays he, like old plate, 
| Not for the faſhion, but the weight. 
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VERSES WRITTEN ON SEEING A GROTTO BUILT 
BY NINE SISTERS. 

SO much this building entertains the ſight, 

Nought, but the builders, can give more delight. 

In them, the maſter-piece of Nature's ſbown, 

In this, I ſee Art's maſter- piece in ſtone, 

O Nature, Nature, thou haft conquer'd Art ; 

| She charms the ſight alone, but you · the heart 


; THE MISER'S FEAST. 


HIS chimney ſmokes! It is ſome omen dire! 
His neighbours are alarm'd, and cry out—Fire ! 


THE SPENDTHRIFT. 
TOM's coach and fix ! Whither in ſuch haſte going ? 
But a ſhort journey—To his own undoing. 


EPIGRAM. 
MONEY, they ſay, is evil's root, 
But we may juſtly doubt it: . 
Can we expect good thriving fruit 
From any ſtock without it ? 


JEALOUSV. 


- 


TO Bedlam with him ! Is he ſound in mind, 
Who ſtill is ſeeking what he would not find? 


EPIGRAM, 


OCCASIONED BY A RELIGIOUS DISPUTE AT 
BATH. 


ON Grace, Free-will, and myft'ries high, 
Two wits harangue the table; 

B. — believes, he knows not why, 
N—— ſwears tis all a fable. 


Peace, coxcombs, peace! and both agree ! 
N-— kiſs thy empty brother! 
Religion laughs at foe like thee, 
And dreads a friend like t'other. 
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TO NOVELLA, 


ON HER SAYING DERIDINGLY THAT A LADY OF GREAT 


MERIT WAS BRED IN THE OLD WAY, 


YOU cry—She's bred in the old way 
Then into laughter fall? 

Were ſhe as juſt to you, the'd ſay, 
You are not bred at all. 


EPIGRAM, 


ON A SCHOLAR WHO WAS SUCCESSFULLY PURSUING 
HIS STUDIES, BUT IN THE MIDST OF-HIS LITERARY 
CAREER MARRIED UNFORTUNATELY, 


A STUDENT, at his boke ſo plaſt * 
. That welth he might have wonne, 
From boke to wife did flete in haſt, 


From welth to wo to run. 


* So purſuing his ſtudies, Plaſt, ſo ſpelled for the rhyme, 
is placed, W. 
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Now, who hath plaid a feater caſt, 
Since jugling firſt begoune ? 
In knitting of himfelf fo Faß, 
FHimſelf he hath undone *. 


_ 


TO A YOUNG LADY, WITH A BOSOM-FRIEND OF 
SIBERIAN ERMINE. * 


TO check the blaſt, to guard thy tender forga 
From ruthleſs cold, this gentle ſhield I ſend ; 

May Heavn afford thee, in each ruder ſtorm, 
The warm protection of a Bosou- FRIEND! 


MUTUAL PITY. 


TOM, ever jovial, ever gay, 
To appetite a ſlave, 
; Still whores and drinks his time away, 


— 


2 And laughs to ſee me grave. 


This is the firſt pointed Epigram that I remember, 
(ſays Mr. Wart6n) and it deſerves to be admitted into the 
modern ColleQions of that popular Species of Poetry. 

| | Hiſtory of Engliſh Poetry. 
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Tis thus that we two diſagree; 
So different is our whim ! 

"The fellow fondly laughs at me, - 
While I could cry for kim / 


THE INCURIOUS. 


THREE years in London BozaD1thad been, 
Yet not the Lions nor the Tombs had ſeen : 

I cannot tell the cauſe without a ſmile— 

The rogue had been in Newgate all the while. 


ON A HASTY MARRIAGE. 


MARRY'D! 'tis well! a mighty bleſling ! 
But poor's the joy no coin poſſeſſing. 

In ancient times, when folks did wed, 
Twas to be one at © board and bed.” 
But hard's his caſe, who can't afford 
His charmer either bed or board. 
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TO AN UNMEANING POET. 


THY verſes are eternal, O my friend! 
For he, who reads them, reads them to no end *. 


. TRUE RESIGNATION. 


Aquamnements rebus in arduis 


* 
. | 1 
| HOR, 
" * 


WHEN Cortes good dame, who long held him a 
"tit, 

And defeated his hopes by the help of the jug, 

Had taken too freely the chearuping cup, 

And repeated the doſe, till it laid her quite up, 

Colix ſent for the Doctor: with ſorrowful face, 

He gave him his fee, and he told him her caſe: 

Quoth Gar ew, TIl do what I can for your wife, 

But indeed ſhe's ſo bad, that I fear for her life. 


® This is, indeed, baſtard wit, but there are ſome whom 

it will divert. The Reader of a Collection of Epigrams 

- - muſt not be faſtidious. He muſt expect to meet with the 
good and the indifferent. Aliter non fit Liber. 
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In counſel there's ſafety—e'en ſend for another, 
For, if ſhe ſhould die, folks will make a ſtrange 
| pother, Wy 
And fay that I loſt her for want of good {kill— 
Or of better advice—or, in ſhort, what they will. 
Says Cortx, your judgment there's none can diſpute, 
And if phyſic can cure her—I know your's will do't. 
But if, after all, ſhe fhould happen to die, | 
And they ſay that you ill d her—T'll fwear tis a lie: 
Tis the huſband's chief buſineſs, whatever enſue, 
And whoever finds fault—T'll be ſhot—if 7 dg. 


TIME, AND HEARNE THE ANTIQUARY. 
P—X on't ! quoth Time to Thomas Hearne, 


Whatever I'd forget you learn. 


ANSWER, 


DAMN it! cries Hearne, in furious fret, 
Whate'er I learn you'll ſoon forget. 
i | 
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i EPIGRAM. 
AN Opera, like a pillory, may be ſaid 
| To nail our ears down, but expoſe our head. 


ANOTHER. © 

| 8 : EO. 
LUCIA thinks happineſs conſiſts in ftate ; 

| She weds an ideot—but ſhe eats in plate. Y 


70 HECATISSA. 

PROM MARTIAL, 
WHILST in the dark on thy ſoft hand I hung, 
And heard the tempting Siren in thy tongue, - 
What flames, what darts, what anguiſh I endur'd! - 
— But, when the candle enterd, I was cur'd, 


TO A PAINTER, TAKING A LADY's LIKENESS. - 


THE wretch*, who. Jovs's artillery feign'd ſo well, 
By real thunder, and true lightning fell ; | 


5 * Salmoneus, 
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How then dar'ſt thou, with equal danger, try 
To counterfeit the lightning of her eye ? 
Painter, deſiſt! or ſoon th' event will prove 
That Love's as jealous of his arms as Jovx. 


AN HONEST PREJUDICE. 


A CAMBRIDGE Soph, juſt freed from band and 
gown, 

Went to the ſermon, with his friend in town. 

The doctor, not a Sherlock, I ſuppoſe, 

Soon lull'd his audience to a ſweet repoſe. | 

When now the ſlumberous charm was at an end, 

Up ftarts Cantab, and wakes his drowly friend: 

He rubb'd his eyes, and curs'd the ſtupid preacher, 

And, pray, ſays he, d'you know this learned 
teacher? 

No! eries the Soph, but, ere the drone began, 

I gueſs d our fate—for he's an Oxford man. 


wa 


* 
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IMPROMPTU. 


'ON HEARING S$EVERAL LADIES PROVYOSED AS TOASTS, 


OF NAMES BEGINNING WITH THE LETTER 3. 


HOW ſtrange (we cry) of Fortune the decree, 
That all our fay'rites ſhould begin with B / 
Yet ſoon is ſolvd this paradox of ours 

The Bee lights always on the ſweeteſt flow'rs, 


ON DEAN SWIFT'S LEAVING AN HOSPITAL rox 
- -- IDEOTS AND'LUNATICS. 


| LO! Swift to Tdeots bequeaths his ſtore: 
Be wiſe, ye rich !—conſider here the poor. 
TO A BAD FIDLER. 
OLD Orpheus play'd fo well, he moy'd Ol p Nicx, 
But thou mov. nothing, but—thy fiddle- ſtick. 


TO A DRUNKEN LANDLORD. 


LANDLORD, with thee now even is the wine, 
For thou haſt pierc'd its kogskead, and it thine, 


— 
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"WRITTEN ON THE DOOR OF A COUNTRY ALE-HOUSEZ, 


OVER WHICH A POLE INDICATED THAT THE MASTER 


OF IT ACTED ALSO AS A BARBER, 


RANGE not from pole to pole, the man lives here, 
- Whoſe razors nought can equal, but his beer 
- Where, in a double ſenſe, each country put, 34 #4 
May, if he pleaſes, be completely cur. 


EPIGRAM. 
CAN you tell me (cried CzL1a to Danon) from 
n far or-outurazal 
I may know a coquette from a woman of ſenſe ? 
Where the difference lies ?—Yes, ſaid Dau Ox, T'can ; 
Ev'ry man courts the one, tother courts ev'ry man. 


— 


EPIGRAM. : 

| DEAR Cupid (I cried) do conſult with your mother, 
To ſubdue my dear CaLoe's inſenſible heart? 
Kind Cupid obey'd ; Fenus too play'd her part, 

And my CaLos at length fell in love with another. 


Mg 


* Bay.» i 


. 
* 
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FROM THE WINDOW OF AN INN AT ABINGDON. 


- WHENCE, comes it that in Cx.ana's face 
The Lily only has a place ? 8 
Is it becauſe the abſent Roſe 
Is gone to paint her huſband's noſe ? 


TO THE LORD CHANCELLOR KING. 
| | | 


(aLLUDING TO us MOTTO—4 LABOR fr VOLUPTAS.”) 


IIS not the ſplendor of the place, 

The gilded coach, the purſe, the mace, 
And all the pompous train of ſtate, 
With crowds, which at the levee wait, 
That make you happy, make you great : 

But when mankind you ſtrive to bleſs 
With all the talents you poſſeſs; 

When al! the joys you can receive 
Flow from the benefits you give; 
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This takes the heart, this conquers ſpite, 
And makes the heavy burden light: 
True pleaſure, rightly underſtood, 

Is only labour to do good. 


EPITAPH. 
FROM THE GREEK, 


A BLOOMING youth lies buried here, 
\ Evenemivs, to his country dear: 

Nature adorn'd his mind and face 

With every Muſe, and every Grace: 

Prepar d the marriage-ſtate to prove, 

But Death had quicker. wings than Love. 


EPIGRAM. 
FROM CATULLUS, 


MY CaLos ſwears by all that's good 
She'll never marry man but me, 

But female proteſtations ſhould 

Be written on the wind or ſea, 


THE HAPPY LOVER. 


TO Dauox's ſelf his love's-confin'd d; 
No harm therein I ſee ; 

This happineſs attends his choice, 
Unrivall'd he will be. 


. IE For. 


No wonder he is vain of coat or ring; 
Vain of Himſelf, he may of any thing. 


* 
— 4 


_ 
_———— — — — 
1 


* 


TO AN IMPERTINENT. 


I AM in haſte—I am of buſineſs full— 
Some other time, ſweet Sir, of the Mogul 


NOSCE TEIPSUM. 


= 
— ee ͤ —à— nn tn 
—— — — —— — " 


FITZ to the Peerage knows he's a diſgrace ; 
So mounts the Coach-box,” as his proper place. 


— ct 
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PETRARCH AND LAURA. 


DAN PzTRrARCH of old, it has often been ſaid, 

By ſome Cardinal urg d, his fair Lavza to wed, 

With an offer of fortune, (and well-tim'd it was, 

For Poets have ſeldom much rent from Parnaſs* } 

Cried—My Lord, you'll excuſe me, but I have a 
reaſon | 

Why even this offer becomes out of ſeaſon ; 

I're a new book of ſonnets juſt ripe from the preſs, , 

Upon the ſame plan as the laſt, you may gueſs; 

I have there all along made my Laura a goſſeſs, 

And Venus, to pleaſe me, has lent her the boddice ; 

While Hebe, Minerva; and twenty to boot, 

| With gifts all celeſtial have trick d me her out. 

Now, marriage, my Lord, the whole charm would 
deſtroy, 

And hurl her Divinity quite from the ſky ; 

To my coſt, I ſhould find her no more than a woman, 

And my ſonnets, alas! would gain credit with no 
man. 
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EPIGRAM, 


- ON HEARING A YOUNG LADY TOO FREQUENTLY 
| | EXCLAIM—* THE DEVIL!” 


YES, I have ſaid that being would be bleſt, 
By whom ſo fweet a maid ſhould, be poſſeſt. 
But now I own myſelf a wretched gueſſer j— . 
I neyer dreamt the Devil would poſſeſs her- 


. ANOTHER. 
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on THE SAME OCCASION. 
' SEE round ber lipe the ready Devits thy, 
Mix with her words, and baſk beneath her eye! 
Pleas d that ſo ſweet a ſtation ſhould be giv'n, at 
* e e eee e A, 


ANOTHER. 
ON THE SAME OCCASION, 


THE charms of ELL 4a who ſhall dare deny 
Youth decks her cheek, and Love informs her eye; 
Her mouth would mollify a heart of flint, 

80 truly tempting, that—the Devil's int! 
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LINES TO SLEEP. 
— FROM THE LATIN. 


AH! gentle Sleep, though on thy form impreſt 
Death's trueſt, ſtrongeſt lineaments appear, 
To ſhare my couch, thy preſence I requeſt, 
To ſooth my ſenſes with repoſe ſincere. 
Come, wiſh d- for reſt! and all my cares relieve ; 
For at thy kind approach all cares retire : 
Thus, without life, how ſweet it is to live! 
Thus, without death, how pleaſing to expire“! 


THE TALKATIVE FAIR, 


FROM morn to night, from night to day, 
At all times, and in every place, 

You ſcold, repeat, and ſing, and ſay, 
Nor are there hopes you'll ever ceaſe. 


* The Reader will prefer 
Somne levis! quanquam certiſſima mortis imago, 
Conſortem cupio te tamen eſſe tori. 
Alma quies, optata veni! nam fic, fine vita, 
Vivere quam ſuave eſt, fic, fine morte, mori ! 
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Forbear, my Fanxta, oh! forbear, 
If your own health, or ours, you prize, 
For all mankind, that hear you, ſwear 
Your tongue's more killing than your eyes. 


Your dongrelee-teabter bs your fave, 


Your fame is by your noiſe obſcurd; 
But, if they liſten, they are cur'd. 


| Your filence would acquire more praiſe 


Than all you ſay, than all I write; 


One look ten thouſand charms diſplays ;— 


Then, buſh !—and be an angel quite. 


A GENTLEMAN'S RECEIVING THREE LETTERS BY 


'THE SAME POST, ACQUAINTING HIM WITH THE 
DEATH OF HIS WIF&, HIS MISTRESS, AND HIS FA» 


VOURITE HORSE, 


I'VE loſt my miftreſs, horſe, and wife ! 
But, when I think on human life, 
I'm glad it is no worſe. 
My wife was ugly and a ſcold ; 
My miſtreſs was grown lean and old: 
I'm ſorry for my horſe. 


— 


! 
ON DANCING. 


THE dangers, thnt in dancing lie, 
Are not diſcern'd by every eye; 
Then each defect and beauty too 
Is in the ſtrongeſt point of vier. 
When Caros moves, eh aſs ave 
|  Augments the folly in her face; 
When Lyp1a dances, fair and free, 
A thouſand ſprightly charms we ſee, 
Which lay conceal'd and hid before, 
Amidſt ten thoufand grades more. 
So Venus, in the Lybian wood, 
Was but an huntreſs while ſhe tod; 
Soon as ſhe mov d, the Cyprian Queen 
In every eaſy ſtep was ſcen.. 


ON A LADY VERY DEVOUT, AND VERY ILL» 
NATURED. 


DID ache or megrim fret Lar RDT“ brain, 
When friends were jovial, or when ſpouſe | was ain! 


In holy dudgeon to her pray rs ſhe ran, 
And gave to God what was not fit for man. 
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A MATRIMONIAL CASE. 


MIV Lord and my Lady fold, wrangle, and fight; 
| Yet are both of one mind, and are both in the right. 
She calls him a fook—and he knows he's not wiſe; 
He calls her a whore—and ſhe can't ſay he lies. 


- EPIGRAM. © 


EVERY woman's made of glaſs; 
Then, beware of fooliſh freaks! 

When ſhe's perfect, he's an aſs 
That's for trying if the breaks. 


Take good counſel, and be tender 
How you uſe ſuch brittle ware ; 
When ſhe's broke, no art can mend her; 
Crack d, no ſolder can repair * 
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IMPROMPTU, 


BY A GENTLEMAN OF THE TEMPLE, ON 6EZLING ONE 
OF THE CROYDON BELLES IN THE COURT AT 


KINGSTON, DURING THE 4861228. 


WHILST petty offences and felonies ſmart, 

Is there no juriſdiction for ſtealing a heart? 

You, my fair one, will cry, © Laws and Court, I 
defy you!“ 

Concluding no Peers can be ſummon'd to try you. 

But think not, fair Szorsy, this plea will ſecure 
you, 

| Since the Muſes and Graces will juſt make a jury. 


TO THE AUTHOR OP THE" ABOVE, 


SIR, the lady muſt ſmile, and your menace deride, 
For the jury you mention are all on her fide, 


N 2 
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- AN EPIGRAM, 


OCCASIONED BY THE EXCHANGE DF A CHORISTER's 
PLACE AT TRINITY COLLEGE, CAMBRIDGE, YOR A 
© VOTE FOR THE BOROYGH OF HUNTINGDON. 


A SINGING man, and yet not fing! 
Come, juſtify your patron's bounty 

5 Give us a ſong !—Excuſe me, Sir; 
My voice is in another county. © 


_ & +4 a 


EPIGRAM. ' | 
1 LAWYERS all caſ-s plead, but thrive = 
- Moſt by the datzve, and the ablatrve, © 


HIS work juſt done, he'll publiſh it, no doubt; 
$o true the ſaying—murder will come out. 
ON A CERTAIN GREAT HOUSE ADORNED WITH 
| STATUES. | | 
- THE walls are thick, the ſervants thin; 
The Gods without—the Devil within, 
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PHILOSOPHY. 


BRUTUS unmov'd heard how his PorT1A fell. 
Should Jack's wife die, he would behave as well. 


ADVICE: TO A PRETTY GIRL. 
SARA ae I own; 
In that accompliſh'd form combine: 


But why this proud, aſſuming” tone? 
The praiſe is Nature's—none of thine. 


Would'ſ thou, with juſt pretenſions, claim 
Of our applauſe an equal ſhare ; 

Be thy deſert, dear maid, the ſame, 
And prove as kind as thou art fair. 


EPIGRAM. 


THE learn'd ſay laughter is deny'd 
To creatures void of reaſon ; 
Vet Joux with laughter ftrains each fide, 
And tis well known that he's one. 
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*,/» CURIO, , faid, „ comedy has writ oO © 
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| EPIGRAM. 


Replete throughout with novelty and wit. 
If it have wit, to both I will agree; 
For wit from Cuno muſt be novelty. 


u 
* + ® : 


DIALOGUE BETWEEN A NOBLEMAN AND A 


: BEGGAR, 
2 7 
. 
A Dura u. KC 
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- * * : 
FROM THE FRENCH, 


I DREAMT, that, buried in my fellow clay, | 


| Cloſe by a common Beggar's fide I lay 


And, as ſo mean a neighbour ſhock'd my pride, 


Thus, like a corpſe of quality, I cry'd, 


% Away! thou ſcoundrel! henceforth touch me not ; 
More manners learn, and at a diſtance rot !” 


- Thou Scoundrel ! in a louder tone, cried he, 


Proud lump of dirt! I ſcorn thy words and thee. 
We're equal now, n.. 
This is my dunghill, as the next is thine, 
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A PATCH UPON: A LADY'S FACE. 


THAT artful patch upon her face 
Had been a foil on one leſs fair; 
In her it hides a killing grace, 
And ſhe, in kindneſs, put it there. 


TO MR. POPE, ON HIS TRANSLATION OF 
HOMER. | 


SO much, dear Pope, thy Engliſh Iliad carne, 
As pity melts us, or as patſion warms,  ' 

That after-ages ſhall with wonder ſeek 

Who 'twas tranſlated Homer into Greek, 


A CHANCERY SUIT. 
IN IMITATION OF AN EPIGRAM BY BOURNE. 


THREE inches of a Party-Wall 

"Twixt BourxE and LisEE had kindled hate: 
Angry and long the ftrife—The Hall 

At laſt muſt ſettle the debate, 24 


N 


a Pleadings on pleadings riſe, a mountain ! 
ln courſe of lay the uſual way tis) 
And words beyond the power of counting 
Yet not one word, or tittle, gratis. | 


Month follows month; term, term; and each, 
(O Law, ingenious in delay, 

Thy myſteries deep what thought can reach?) 
Each party till has coſts to pay. | 


Complainant Bounxxs ; Defendant LisLs: 
Such are they, while the ſuit depends 

« Aye,” eries old Bramble, with a ſmile, 
But both Complainants, when it ends. 


* 


EPITAPH. 
' ON AN OLD WOMAN WHO SOLD POTS AT 
BENEATH this ſtone lies Catharine Gray, 
Chang'd to a lifeleſs lump of clay : 
By earth and clay ſhe got her pelf, 
| And now ſhe's turm d to earth herſelf. 


— 
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ve weeping friends, let me adviſe, | 
Abate your grief, and dry your eyes ; = a 
For what avails a flood of tears? 5 
Who knows but in a run of years, 

In ſome tall piteher, or broad pan, 


. 


. ADVICE ro STREPHON. / 


PENSIVE STxEenoN, ceaſe repining, 
Give thy injur'd ftars their due; 

There's no room for all this pining, 

Be Donxinpa falſe or true. 
If ſhe feeds a faithful paſſion, 

Canſt thou call thy fortune croſs ? 
And if ſway'd by whim or faſhion, 

Let her leave thee—where's the loſs ? 


THE DECANTER. 

FROM THE GREEK. 
O THOU, that high thy head doſt bear, 
With round, ſmooth neck, and ſingle ear ; 
With well-turn'd, narrow mouth, from whence 
Flow ſtreams of nobleſt eloquence ; 


0 
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"Tis thou that fir ſt the bard divine, F 
Sacred to Phoebus and the Nine; 

That mirth and ſoft delight canſt move, 
Sacred to Venus and to Love. 
Yet, ſpite of all thy virtues rare, 

 Thov'rt not a boon companion fair; 

' Thou'rt full of wine, when thirſty I, 

And whew I'm drunk, then thou art dry. 


| ON A BEAUTY WITH ILL QUALITIES. 


MISTAKEN Nature here has join d 
A beauteous face and ugly mind ; | 
In vain the faultleſs features ſtrike, 
When ſoul and body are unlike ; 
Pity, thoſe ſnowy breaſts ſhould hide 
Deceit, and Avarice, and Pride. 


So in rich jars from China 8 
With glowing colours gayly wrought, 
' Oftimes the ſubtle ſpider dwells, 
With ſecret venom bloated ſwells, 
Weaves all his fatal nets within, 
As unexpected, as unſeen, 
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EPIGRAM, 
ON THE PHRASE . TO KILL TIME.” 
FROM THE FRENCH o VOLTAIRE, 


TIME ſpeaks, 


THERE's ſcarce a point, whereon mankind agree 
So well, as in their boaſt of killing me : 

I boaſt of nothing, but, when I've a mind, 

I think T can be even with mankind. 


N A STATUE OF NIOBE. 


FROM THE GREEK. 
TO ſtone the Gods bad chang'd her—but in vain; 
The ſculptor's art has made her breathe again. 


-ON THE STATUE OF VENUS, BY PRAXITELES, 


— 


FROM THE GREEK, 


ANCHISES, Paris, and, Adonis too, 
Have ſeen me naked, and expos'd to view : 
All this I freely own, 'tis paſt denying— 
But where has this Praxiteles been prying? 


* 
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f TO A CERTAIN SCRIBBLER. 
WOR D-VALIANT wight, thou great he-ſhrew, 
That wrangleſt to no end; 


Since nonſenfe is nor falſe nor true, 
Thou'rt no man's foe or friend. 
b 8 | | ＋ 

EPIGRAM. 
WHAT Tom one day ſays, he, the next, wilt deny, 

And candidly tell us tis all a d d lie: 
Friend Thomas, this candour from you is not wanted, 
For why ſhould you own it? Tis taken for granted. 

q THE BRAGGART. 


| JONN puſh -c an 


- Mult, well he knows, be magnified, 
- Before it can be ſeen. 
: LINES 


OCCASIONED BY THE INTENDED DEMOLITION OF 


FRAIAR BACON'S STUDY IN OXFORD, 


- ROGER! if with thy magic glafſes 
Running, thou ſee'ſt below what paſſes, 
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As when on earth thou didſt deſcry 
With them the wonders of the ſky— 
Look down on yon devoted walls ! 
Oh! fave them, ere thy fudy falls! 
Or to thy votaries quick impart 

The ſecret of thy myſtic art ! 

Teach us, ere Learning's quite forſaken, 
To honour thee, and—/ave our Bacon / 


VERSES 


TO THE LATE DR, PEARCE, BISHOP OF ROCHESTER, AND 
HIS LADY, ON OCCASION OF THEIR CELEBRATING 


THE FIFTIETH YEAR OF THEIR UNION, A A YEAR 
OF JUBILEE, 


NO more let Calumny complain, | 
Tat Hymen binds in cruel chain, | 
And makes his ſubjects flaves : 
Supported by the good and wiſe, 
Her keeneft ſlander he defies, 
Her utmoſt malice braves. 
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. To-day, be triumphs o'er his bes 
And to the works pair he ſhows, 
| Though long his ſubjets—free: | 
Who happy in his bands appear, 
R 
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THE BARD. 


WIT, wiſdom, pity, folly, friends, 
Bos uſes, and abuſes; 
Neo pride, but learned pride, commends, 
855 ; No liars, but the Muſes *, 


ALY A & eV DIF SN f 


IF Bar to Cnares a legacy has given. 
' FROM MARTIAL, 
TEN guineas Tox would borrom I give five. 


Tis a good bargain, as Tm here alive. 


® This character was drawn for the eccentric Robert 
Lloyd, when «priſoner in the Fleet. 
* 


Pg 
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ON A GENTLEMAN'S SAYING HE WOULD DANCE 
WITH NONE BUT HANDSOME WOMEN, 


He'll dance with none but what are fair ; 
Suppoſe we women ſhould diſpenſe 

Our hands to none but men of ſenſe. 

« Suppole—avell, Madam—and what then ?” 
Then Sir, you'd never dance again. 


FROM THE FRENCH OF BARRATON: | 


TO Cato once a frighted Roman flew 3 
The night before, a rat had gnaw'd his ſhoe; _ 
Terrible omen by the Gods decreed! | 
Cheer up, my friend! {aid Cato, « mind not that! 
Though if, inſtead, your ſhoe had gnaw'd the rat, 
« It would have been a fearful fign indeed!” 


THE DOCTOR AND PATIENT. 


5 SLEPT you well? Veey all. My draught did good. 
It did no harm ;—for yonder it has ood. | 
O 2 
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| DELIA is twenty tub, and yet ſo weak, 
Poor thing, AI AHERN ki ontaach {an 


* BPIGRAM.. 
SAYS 1 to Tou, with a good deal of heat, 
My ſecret you ve baſely betray d: 


Wuat told you I never ſuppos d you d repeat 
* e e e e 
P Friend Ricnaxp, quoth TxoMas, 7 re ſadly 
« aſtray ; BEES a 
ö « The ſecret I told, TEE 3 h 
Near if it's ſo precious, you cannot but ſay, 
* Three guandians are ſafer than two.” 


— 


1 


of Wop 
w 3 


_ 


ON SEEING A WOMAN BEAT HER HUSBAND, 


THE rid, which Apa loſt to form his bride, 
Ricks cloſer now than ever to his fide. = 

- To vain the ſacred writ bade woman bow, 
Alas! the rib is the rib-roafer now. 


* bl 
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ON 8OME VERY. YOUNG LADIES DANCING TO 
A BAD. FIDMED..': cams 1 YG 


ALAS! that ſuch cherubs in face and In ſhape 
Should bring a man into ſo ſhocking a ſcrape / 


ETIGRAM. 
FROM THE GREEK. 


THESE cups by P10 to his friends were giv'n, 
Whoſe round preſents the concave vault of Heav'n. 
On this half globe the northern ſtars appear, 
Engrav d on that the ſouthern hemiſphere. | 
Drink deep ; all Heay'n you'll at the bottom ſee ! 
Who would not wiſh to learn aſtronomy ? 


AGAINST LIFE. 


FROM THE GREEK OF POSIDIPPUS, 


F WHAT tranquil road, unvex'd by ſtriſe, 
03 
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| | | 
-- - ! 
[ Attend the courts, attend the bar ; 


© "There diſcord reigns; and endleſs jar. 
A home, the weary wretches find * 
To till the fields gives toil and pain; 
Eternal terrors ſweep the main. 
; | If rich, we fear to loſe our ſtore: 
Need and diſtreſs await the poor. 
Sad cares the bands of Hymen give ; 
Friendleſs, forlorn, th unmarried live. 
Are children born ? we anxious groan; 
, Childleſs, our lack of heirs we moan. 
Wild, giddy ſchemes our youth engage ; 
Weakneſs and want depreſs old age. 
Would fate; then, with my with comply, 
Tad never live, or quickly die. 


FOR LIFE. | 


FROM THE GREEK OF METRODORUS, 


— MANKIND may walk, unvex'd by ftrife, 
Through every road of human life, 
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Fair wiſdom regulates the bar, 


All-beauteous nature decks the plain; 
And merchants plough for gold the main. 
Reſpe& ariſes from our fore ; 
Security, from being poor. 
More joys the bands of ' Hymen give; 
Th' unmarried with more freedom live. 
If parents, our bleſt lot we own; 
Childleſs, we have no cauſe to moan. 

© Firm vigour crowns our youthful ſtage ; 
And venerable hair, old age. 
Since all is good, then, who would cry, 
Td never live, or quickly die p 


TO A BOASTER OF HIS ANCESTOR'S EXPLOITS. 


STILL ftorming cities! burning ſhips in harbour! 
I with your Grandfather had been a Barber. 


» 
R He, who ſtops to examine theſe different Views of 
Life, will be pleaſed with The Adventurer, No. 107. 
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AN EXCUSE FOR EXTRAVAGANC 


NED ſays he loft his wealth by ſhipwreck wholly : 
Then Vanity's a ſea; 'a rock is Folly. 


A LOVER NOT QUITE GIVEN OVER. 


DAMON is dying—CL.axa's in debate, 
Whether to ſave her Lover, or Eſtate. © 


ON THE REPORT THAT A CERTAIN COURTEZAN 
HAD GOT ONE OF THE GREAT PRIZES IN THE 
LOTTERY. "FIN 


DAME Fortune to fools uſed to give all her pelf, 
But now ſhe beſtows them on jilts like herſelf, 


WRITTEN IN MR. BAMFYLDE'S WOODS AT HESTER=- 


COMBB, NEAR TAUNTON, SOMERSET, CALLED 
THE WITCHES PARLOUR. 


OER Bamfylde's woSds, by Nature's beauties grac'd, 
A Witch prefides—but then that Witch is Taſte, 


163 1 


ON TWO BEAUTIFUL SISTERS, UNHAPPILY 
DROWNED IN THE SEA. 


F 


AH! tell me now, ungenerous wave, 
What thanks to thee are due? 
One Venus, it is true, you gave, 
But you have taken two. 


EPIGRAM. 


STILL Mito rallies ſacred writ, 

To win the title of a wit; 

'Tis.pity but he ſhould. obtain. it, 
Who bravely pays his ſoul to gain it, 


| ON THE DEATH OF THE EARL OF KILDARE. 


WHO lid Kildare? Who dard Kildare. to 
kill ? 


DEATH ANSWERS : 
I kill'd Kildare, and dare kill whom I will. 
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EPIGRAM FROM THE GREEK. 


en PHILIP, THE FATHER OF ALESANDER. 
HERE reft 1 Pum ir, on th' Egean ſhore, 
Who firſt to battle led Eumathia s pow'r, _ 
And dard what never monarch dard before. 
If there be man, who boaſts he more has done, | 
| To Me he owes it—for he was my ſon. 


ON CERTAIN MILTONICS. 


WHAT makes you write at this odd rate? 
Why, Sirs, it is to imitate. 
What makes you rant and ramble ſo ? 
Why, 'tis to do as others do, 
RA But there's no meaning to be ſeen. 
| Why, that's the very thing I nan. 
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LINES © 


WRITTEN ON A YOUNG LADY'S FAN, ON. WHICH was 
PAINTED A MONKEY WELGHING A BEAU AGAINST 
hy, 

A FEATHER, 


STILL to her gen'rous mind may fops appear, 
Light as a feather, empty as the air! 
And as her lovely hand thy leaves diſplay, 
Good Fan, for ever blow thoſe fops away. 


A CLERGYMAN's ANSWER TO & LADY, WHO SENT HIM 


HER COMPLIMENTS ON THE TEN OF HEARTS. 


YOUR compliments, dear lady, pray forbear; 
You ſend Ten Hearts ;—the tythe alone is mine 
"Give me One Heart, and burn the other Nine. 


ON SEEING A WORTHY. FRELATE GO. OUT OF CHURCH 
IN THE TIME OF DIVINE SERVICE, TO WAIT ON THE 


LORD LIEUTENANT OF IRELAND, 
LORD Pax in the church (could you think it) 
| kneel'd down, 


: 
\ * 
6 | 
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His fation deſpifing, unaw'd by the place, 

He flies from his God, to attend on his Grace : 

To the court it was fitter to pay his devotion, 
Since God had no hand in his Lordſhip's promotion. 


EPIGRAM. 


WHEN other ladies to the groves go down, 
Cormma ſtill, and FuLv1a ftay in town 
Thoſe ghoſts of beauty ling ring here reſide, 
And haunt the places where their Honour died. 


* * 


THE PLAYTHING CHANG D. 


KITTY's charming voice and face, 
Siren-like, firſt caught my fancy ; 

Wit and Humour next take place, - 
And now I doat on ſprightly Naxcr. 


K1TTy tunes her pipe in vain, 
With airs moſt languiſhing and dying: 


Calls me falſe ungrateful ſwain, 
© And tries in vain to ſhoot me flying. 
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Nancr, with reſiſtleß art, 
Always humorous, gay, and witty, 

Has tall d herſelf into my heart, 

+» And quite excluded tunefu/ KirtTyY. 


Ah, Kirrr! Love, a wanton boy, 
nn. , —————— 

» Still longing for the neweſt toy, _ 

Has chang'd his whiſtle for a rattle, 


F 


THE VIRTUOSO. 


| r e 
Would that he now had ſomething left to eat 


- —_ 


ON A SHARPER. 


TOWNLY' accuſes Fortune, every day; 
So will not N when I with TowNLY Play. 


Ss & &S 8&4 
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THE MISER. 


GRIPE thouſands ftarves, — at laſt: 
Cant he do that, without a general faſt? 


Wo 
VO; 
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EPIGRAM. | 


CHLOE her goſfps entertains ,_ 

With ſtories of her child-bed pains, | | 
And fiercely againſt Hymen rails: | 

But Hymen's not ſo much to blame; 0 | 


PLAIN TROZE. 


TRUE; I confels'd it 3 
F've been in love a week or two: 

Yet, cruel maid ! forbear your ſcorn; 
For, n 


THE MONUMENT. | 


POST FUNERA 8 a 


54 in a courſe of vice grown old, 


Leaves to his gaping heir his ill-gain'd gold: 

| Seat bathe is ut, night ee Ks vt 
ſhown, _ _ + Jr 7 $8 

| Thr dat commencing with the feulpur's fone 


* 


— 
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If on this ſpecious marble we rely. 
Pity ſuch worth as his ſhould ever die! 
If credit to his real life we give, 
Pity a wretch like him ſhould ever live ! 


EPIGRAM. 


* 


-J ACK his own merit ſees. It gives him pride 
That he ſees more than all the world beſide, 


* 


'EFFECTUAL MALICE. 


OF all the pens which my poor rhymes moleſt, 

Corix's the ſharpeſt is—ſucceeds the beſt: 

Others outrageous ſcold, and rail downright, 

With ſerious rancour, and true Chriſtian ſpite : | 

But he, more fly, purſues his fell deſign j— 

Writes ſcoundrel verſes, and then lays they're 
mine, 


k 
- 


- When all, that from her toil he gains, 
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— 


o A BEE STIFLED IN HONEY. 


FROM gew r to flow'r, with eager pains, | 
See the bleſt, buſy lab'rer fly ; | 


Is in the ſweets ſhe hoards—to die, 4 


"Tis thus, would man the truth believe, 


With life's ſoft ſweets, Ls fav'rite joy: 
If, we taſte wiſely, they relieve, 3 
r. 


' EPIGRAM, | 5 
ON Pollard bak, hollow at heart, 
4 Tremendous lightning « darted. 
* Tremble at Ged. S beate tat, 
Oo all ye. HOLLOW-HZARTED ! Y 


FROM A HINDIN THE MINOR POETS: 


NO! * For thoſe 5 woman bom, 
Not ſo unlike the die is caſt; 2 
For, after all our vaunt and ſcorn, 
| How very ſmall the odds at laſt 


> 
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Him, rais'd to Fortune's utmoſt top, 
With him, beneath her feet, compare; 
And one has nothing more to hope, 
Ihe other nothing more to fear. 


EPIGRAM. 


TO heal the wound a Bee had made 
Upon my DsL1a's face, 
Its honey to the part ſhe laid, 

And bade me kiſs the place: 
Pleas'd, I obey'd, and from the wound 
Suck'd both the ſweet and ſmart; 
The honey on my lips I found, 
The ſting within my heart. 


THE MODEST SWAIN. 


WHEN firſt I gaz'd on CuLoe's face, 
And ſaw each killing eye, 
I thought 'twas heavn—and ſo it was, 
But not for ſuch as I. 
* k 
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A CURE FOR POETRY... 


SEVEN wealthy towns contend for opt dead, 


Through which the living Hou begg'd his bread. 


Ax IMITATION OF SOME VERSES IN THE 
LUSUS WESTMONASTERIENSES*. 


c cus AMOR sul EST. 


SUSAN, who no more will ſee, 
All the town knows, fifty three, 
Little Cupid baſking lies, 
Whence he oft deſcends to ſip 
Nectar from her balmy lip. 
Can ſhe queſtion it ? The laſs 
Views his Godſhip in her glaſs, 
© Lit no ſnarling wight inquire, 
| Is the mirror not a liar?” 
Be it falſe, or be it true, 
Susa is in love with Sus. 


— 


„ dhe 12; 
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| AVERSE to pamper d and high-mettled ſteede, 
His own upon chopt-ſtraw Avaro feeds? 
Bred in his table, in his paddock born, 
What vaſt ideas they muſt have of corn /* 


EPIGRAM. | 
His laſt great debt is paid—Poor Tom's no more. 
Laſt debt! Tom never paid a debt before. 
BAD AND WORSE. 
« My wife's ſo very bad,” cried WiLL, 


* 


« I fear ſhe ne er will hold it— i - 
* She keeps her bed! Mine's worſe, ſaid Pax, 
« The jade has juſt now ſold it ! 


This Epigram is commonly ſaid to have been preſented 
to the Head of a College in Oxford, famous for ſtarving 
his Cattle, by an arch Undergraduate, whom, as a Puniſhe 
ment for ſome very trifling Offence, he had ordered to write 
Verſes on the Subject lo nor un omne pro MAGNIFICO. 


— 


— 
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AN EPIGRAM FROM- MARTIAL. 
| JACK boaſts he never dines at home, 
Wich reaſon too no doubt = |, 


In truth, Jack never dines at all, 
Unleſs invited out. TY 


EPIGRAM. 
DORMOUSE eſteems it wondrous odd, 
That people, when he preaches, nod, 5 
As if he was a very proſer. | 
Take comfort, Doxwovuss !—Though thay blame 


Your oratory, you may claim 
The merit, of a rare compoſer,” ' 


— 


£ 


' AFTER READING THE STORY OF ULYSSES 
ESCAPE EROM THE SIRENS. 
"WHEN EmLy, ſweet maid; appear, 
| More dangerous charms ſurpriſe; _ © 
What then avails to ſtop our ears, 
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1 FROM THE . *. 


ON onrasvs, e php BY ANTIPATER. 


NO longer, Onpance, ſhall thy ſacred ſtrains 
Lead ftones, and trees, and beafis along the Plains ; 
No longer ſooth the boiſt'rous winds to ſleep, 

| Or aim the billows of the raging deep: 

For thou art gone; the Muſes mourn'd thy fall, 

| In ſolemn ftrains, thy mother t moſt of all. 

Ye Mortals, idly for your ſons ye moan, 
a Ve HE her own. 


— 
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STILL i in our ears AxproMache complains, 
And till in ügtt the fate of Troy remains; 


Still AR fights, ſtill Hecror's dragg d along, 
Such ſtrange inchantment dwells in Home's ſong; 


Whoſe birth could more than one poor realm adorn, 
For all the world is proud that he was born. 


See The SpeAtator, No. 551. 

Theſe little Poems are not remarkable for the Points, 
in which modern Epigrams terminate, Of the Greek n= 
fſeription, or Epigram, the great Beauty is Simplicity. 

+ Calliope. 


— 


W. 
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on ANACREON, BY ANTIPATER. 


* 


Let ivy wreath, let flow'rets deck the ground, 
And from its earth, enrich'd with ſuch a prize, 
Let wells of milk, and fireams of wine ariſe. 
So will thy aſhes yet a pleaſure khow, 


If any pleaſure reach the ſhades below, 


* 
on EURIPIDES, BY ION. 


DIVINE Evurieipes, this tomb we ſee 
80 fair, is not a monument for thee, 

So much as thou for it, fince all will own 
Thy name and lafting praiſe adorn the ftone. 


. 


on $OPROCLES, BY SIMONTDES. 


WIND, gentle ever-green, to form a ſhade 


Around the tomb, where Sornoclxs is laid; 
With bluſhing roſes, and the cluſt ring vine : 


THIS t wb be thine, ee neg ; all around 
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Thus will thy laſting leaves, with beauties hung, 
Prove grateful emblems of the lays he ſung; 
Whoſe ſoul, exalted like a God of Wit, 
Among the Muſes and the Graces writ. 


ON MENANDER, THE AUTHOR UNNAMED, 


THE very bees, O ſweet Mzxanpes, hung 
To tafte the Muſes ſpring upon thy tongue ; 
The very Graces made the ſcenes you writ 
Their happy point of fine expreſſion hit, . 
Thus, while you live, you make your Athens ſhine, 
And raiſe its glory to the ſkies in thine. 


ON HOMER, 


'WHO frſt tranſcrit'd the famous Trojan war, 
And wiſe Ulyſles' acts, O Jove, make known; 

For fince tis certain thine thoſe poems are, | 
No more let Howes boaſt they are his own. 


Ju 
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 ©N SEEING A YOUNG LADY WITH AN ORANGE RIBAND 


IN unn BREAST, a Tus ANNIVERSARY ** ee 


24121 OF THE "BOYNE. 


THOU little Tory! 5 the jeſt 

Of wearing orange in thy breaſt, 
When that ſame breaſt, inſulting, ſhows 
The whiteneſs of the rebel roſe ? 


ars HONOUR? 
NOT to be captious, not unjuſtly fight; 
*Tis to confeſs what's wrong, and do what's right. 


OF WHAT FAMILY ? 


THAT I was nobly born, allow you muſt, 
Chafte was my Mother, and my Father juſt. 


GRACE AFTER DINNER AT A MISER'S TABLE. | 


" 


| THANKS for this miracle ! ie is no leſs 
"Than finding manna in the wilderneſs. 


10 


n er ert 

And ſeen the wonder of # thine of beef; 

_ "Chimneys have ſmok'd, that neyer meld before, 
Aud e haye din'd—where we ſhall dine no more. 
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— all bead he oomes near, | 23 j 
Jos, who full many a ſroundrel knows, 5 
Abhors the Paraſite : — tis clear, 
Self- Love is not a fault of J 'or's. 


ON TWO TWIN SISTERS; WHO DIED AT TEE 


- SAME TIME. 


FAIR marble, tell to future days, 
That here two virgin ſiſters lie; 

Whoſe life employ'd each tongue in praiſe, 
Whoſe death gave tears to every eye. 


In ſtature, beauty, years, and fame, 
Together as they grew, they ſhone ; 
So'much alike, fv much the fame! 
That Death miſtoolt them bath for one. 
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THE NIGGARDLY, BAU. »5t IA 


nb ede ndeboafd ſeldom ſees te tight," ö 

/ Clean fs Kid Vitcher, dh bis Thits ate bright; | 

| His knives and forks, all rang d in even rows, . 

No hands moleſt, no ſervants diſcompoſe ; 
9 E 4 
Is ever flill—its flyers never fly; = : 
His plates unfullied ſhine along the ſhelf ;— 
For Cn dreſſes noſding—but himſelf. : 


8541239 
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\ BPIGRAM. 


— 


| . HOW fitly join'd the Lawyer and his Wife! | 
= | He moves at bar, and She at home, the ſtrife. | 


EPIGRAM. © 


FRANK, tho' he muſt abſtain\from meat, 

=o Yet won't abſtain from ſpite; . 
3 The rogue has nothing left to eat, 
But can't forbear to bitte. 


— 


T's) 


| | 6 
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ox a MAN WHO EXPENDED HIS, FORTUNE 1N 


1 | gn if 7 


HORSE-RACING. | 
Mt. tx: t | 
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SO long ran Tuouas, 2 0 faſt, 
|, No wonder, be ran out at Jaſt, 

| He ran in debt, and, preſs d to pay, 
He en all, lr Den at 


* : 07 * 1 B. 
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- LIGHT-FINGER'D JACK... 
ke who thinks all his own that once he handles, 


or practice ſake, purloin d a pound of candles; 
Was taken in the fact; Ah, thoughtleſs wight ! 
To ſteal ſuch things as sds ust bonne to light. 


of 7 2 8 
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EPIGRAM. 
MONEY and man a mutual friendſhip ſhow ; 
Man makes falſe money, money makes man ſo. 


ANOTHER. 


147 


To bear his An fora: A- now talk * „1 
Q 2 


r 


8 © mw I 
g THE ADVICE. 


*¹ * XE was L. RT ITS FOES N . 


To.bring me. tdings of my fate, . | 
As EIA on her pillow lies, LES * 


— 


Ah, gently whiſper, Srazen0s dis! 


bee will gt ber pi ne, 
7%. WIL ory week om Tp 


Then laugh, and ſay tis all a lie, ; 
n, (ACE die; 


* 2 "7 X 
Mo. N 2 L. Jat'? o d 73's FS, 41971 


* t e9tbrig7 l 
| POOR. Viaw50's caind ſo.muoh 3 TY. 

1 For part of his Retranias lot. oft or 

= * * That be can never take the pains | 


92 5 — 481 101 


* ende eee how can 
It cer have time to reach thy heart, vain man? 


BOLD thief, indeed! that fteale, ali a Ho. 


"The man away; aid leaves & zee ins" "IE 
| 2 & 


| 


. L „ * 


SENT WITH A PRESENT 'OF MEAD. 


THE j juice of Bees, not =" wo behold, 

Which Britiſh bards were wont to quaff of old: 
The bertles of the grape with Furies fwell, wo 
But in the honey-comb the Graces dwell. , 


: SELF-CONCEIT. 
-- HAIL, charming Power of Self-Opinion ! 
Feo.r non xe flaves in thy dominion : 
Secure in thee, the mind's at eaſe ; 
The vain have only one to pleaſe. 
TO AN AVARICIOUS/ WOMAN, 


WHO PAINTS HER CHEEKS, IN HOPES OF CONCEALING 
l THE JAUNDICE, 
UNGRATEFUL Slave of Gold! What, blu to be 
The wearer of thy maſter's livery / | 
IHE HOUR-GLASS. 
FROM AMALTHEUS.. 
THESE little atoms that in ſilence pour, 


And meaſure out, with even pace, the hour, 
Q 3 


* 


3 TT wh 


1 Were ones AMAlTaERUS; firyck by Gallas eyes, | 
NIP P2290 Sang hoon bn oficg Bars ei 


Which, ever ſtreaming, this 5 atteſt, 
_w TI wine Fb er 


IS wits -Wie Fart uf 100 


ON VIEWING” E BRIDGE/ AT BLENHEIM. 
THE Minnows, as through: this yaſt arch they; paſs, | 
| Cry—How PIN we _ — your 
8 S brim sd Ded ot anri238 


o * 1 
1 : = 1 w4 * #4 - $4 #37 To ws LY 
. 


- | : 


ON HEARING or THE MARRIAGE OF A FELLOW 

3 of ALL-SOLS. s 

3 vin ſo ſtrangely Love his mind controls, 
Has, for one fingle body, left All Souls. 


" ” ” 7 * 
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ee 
Of FROM THE LATIN or BISHOP, | 
As! what will he do,” ſaid a Wiſe like to die, 
3 „ When WILLI ants bereft bf his NaN?“ 
 « Conſider not kim, was the' Huſband's reply, 
If .. ,* Truſt W1LL14; he'll do what he can. 


TS, 


t 9s 1 


"TO BLN. 


WI run A PRINT OF VENUS ATTIZ&ED BY THE GRACES. / 
| „Teil gde 


THAT far ſuperior is thy ſlate, 

Dien Eney muſt agree: 
On thee a thouſand Graces walt, 

On Vent, only ihre. 


. * 4 * 
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| EPIGRAMS FROM THE GREEK . 
LEONI BAS ALEXAND. 


SIMILLUS long, in Nature's ſpite, 
His patient powers of muſic tried; 
And toil'd through each diſcordant night, 
Till every neighbour fled or died, 
Except Ox161xes ; to whom . 
Kind Fate (the ſame misfortune fearing). 
To fave him from an early t tomb, . 
Denied * cangerous ſenſe of hearing. 


I 


„Selected kram e ee ine 
at Straſburg, in 2773. 27 fla 5; 


ß EWA 


F | 1 — | SF ; f | | 
5 | 2 "96 F\ 


F 
IAADO THT  VE-URLAL . SAT 0 4 u 
* r 
Si yiit ei thre = FAMNHF 


WHILE Mrxo, midſt his roaring friends, 
£ | So much ſobriety pretends ; ori. 10 
Poor Mrno, by his il tim d plan, 
Appears the only drunken mn. 


0 THT WONT 2918. ' 
” ent Ain nne enen 14 


An EUCIA N. * 
E BEST INSTRUCTOR, 


MY. friend, a an eminent Phyfican,.. 
Truſted his vas to my tuition. 
4 The father wiſt'd me to explain 
The beauties of old Homer's firain— . 
But ſcarce three lines the youth had read, , 
« Of thouſand 8 number d with the dead, 
Of ghaſtly wounds; and clofing eyes, 
3 ot broken limbs, and heartfelt ſighs,” | 
nt Grave ſage, exclaims the youth, adieu? 
My Sire can teach as well as Vu. 


Y \ 


- 


| E 47 1 


LUCILLIUS, 
1 


ON ax UGLY COMUETTE.,. . 


HOW. falſdly does Dozinins' s glaſs | 
Reflect her face, whene'er ſhe views it ! of 

If it told truth, I think the laſs 
Would ſeldom have a wiſh to uſe it. 


= 
2 * p 
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LUCILLIUs. . 
ON A SPOUTING POETASTER. 
HE is Aro L's genuine Prieft, 
Wha richly does his audience _ AHT 
Wo, after à prollx recital, — 
Off a a 1 ut +41 107 
Oh may kis Patron rightly know him, 
And give, in lieu of caſh, a poem ! 
" #XINTADA 


 LVEILLIDS, 1 


BY AN INDIFFERENT PAINTER. . 
MENESTRA TES, no doubt, n 
Your teils @ due reward require; 

_ Ill throw Yeucalion in that ftream, 
| An fling your Phaeton in the fire, 


201119011 
STRATO. 
Arras 1 09 24 ro 


10 CHLORIS. 1 


A aai4iad (Tl 22 NOH 
WHILST. thus fow lides I leal, e 


Dear CaLon! 8, you Savely complain „5 1 
If reſentment you really do, keel, e 


Pray give me my kiſſes again. 


* 


2911441904 


1247 .RUFINUS. , 2 £4 


- THE EXTREMES. 3 
R Saia 2 04103A tr AH 


3 


THE Damſel too prudiſhly u, o 
Or too forward, what ſwain rg poſieſe? 
For the one will too often deny, A) 


And ch ey e fan will 6730. 1 0 


1 # 
* „ 7 - 7 * # 
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AGATRIAS. 
THE QUESTION. 
© EUSEIA, rich in gold and land. 
To a poor fiſher gave her hand. 
Ornron, dazzled- with his gain, 
Venus, ſays Fortune, looking fly, ' 0954 | 
Who play d this trick, pray Von or 12 


\\ 


-. 
* 


4a 
« 
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DIALOGUE BETWEEN AN OLD RECTOR AND, THE 
ytkSON Meble THE nr rid ra ron To 


HIS nts 


«I'M e TE yen wet 0 faithlcfs breaths 5 
* What glad to dee me well, and wiſh my death!” 
* No more,” replied the 2 « this ſtrange wag 


40 giving; 
«I with not for your death, but for your living.” 


TO A DISAGREEABLE WOMAN, IMPERTINENTLY 
BOASTING: HER VIRGINITY. 


WHY labour, CynTH14a, to prove a caſe 
That ſtands ſo well afferted in your face? 


ON A COXCOMICAL PHYSICIAN. 


WHEN Froxro for the ſickly. fair indites, 
And minds not what, ſo much as how, he writes, 
His Patients, as his graceful form they ſcan, _ 
Cn, with ill-omen d rapture — Rilling man „ 


Fr CHA Kr Uno HA IT WTI 480801418 


. THE CARTER runwp LOGICIAN, . 


GILES Jorr, as ſleeping in his cart wy 12 

Some waggifh pilf rers ſtole his team away 

G1Lts wakes, and eries den 4 Ade 
ann eier "one c 


ce Why, how now ?—Am I 8 or am I not? 


< If Gruess Pre lof fix geldings to my ſmart;: 
* If not —oddſbuddikens ? I'v * cart. 


x 


MANN] I IEASLEDAC 2. or 
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ON Fong DEATH OP" MR. POPE. 


ARISE; ye glimmeringr Stars of Wit! 
For, lot the Sun of Verſe is ſet. 


. 


TE a1 . * 12 Ta\Thkeae kw, — * 25 
N EIGRANM. F 


SAYS a rop th! « Lad Fler nüme; if you cat, 
Or an y ar aequantatice the cleveraſt man. pong 
The Lady replied—If you'd have me ſpeak true 8 2 
He's the clevereſt man hit , en itt Ven. 


— 


Wb; 
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EPIGRAMS. | 

MY Lor complains that bor, ſtark mad with | 
"gardens, ” 6 | 

Has lopt three trees, the value of three farthings: ? | 
| 


* 


% But he's my neighbour,” cries the Peer polite, | 
And, if hell vifit me, INl wave my right.“ | 
What! on compulſion”? and againſt my will, 
A Lord's acquaintance Let lim file his bill. 


IN merry old England, it one was a rule, 

The King had his Poet and alſo his Fool: | | 
But now we're ſo frugal, ra have you to know it, | 
"That Cibber can ſerve both for Fool and for Poet. | 


| 
ENGLISH CECONOMY. 
' 
' 


THE PLAGIARY.. 
MORE always ſmiles, whenever he recites ; 
He ſmiles (you think)- approving what he writes, 
And yet in this no vanity is ſhown; 
A modeſt man may like what's not his own. 


| * See the Notes on The Dunciad, for an Account of | 
this, and the four following Epigrams. | 1 
VOL, 11. R | 


* 


* 
* 
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1125 EPIGRAM. 


YOU aſk why Roous diverts you with his jokes, | 
Yet, if he writes, is dull as other folks ! | 
Yow wonder at it—This, Sir, is the caſe; 
The jeſt is loſt unleſs he prints his face.. 


— 


* 


9 | 
TO MR. POPE, (© 
„on BS DUNCIAD. _ 


THE raven, wok, und pert jack dam, 

Tho neither bird of moral kind, | 

Vet ſerve, if hang'd, or Ruff d with ſtraw, * 
|  Taſhew us which way blows the wind. 


Thus dirty knaves, or chatt'ring fools, 
Strung up by dozens'in thy lay, 
Teach more by half than Dennis“ rules, 4 
And point inſtruction ev'ry way. 
With Egypt's art thy pen may ftrive; 
And ev'ry rogue, en 
deere en da. 


— 


5 
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ON A PICTURE OF PHILOCTETES, 
BY PERRHASIUS.. 


FAOM THE GABZZK OF, OLAUCUS, 


DRAWN by Perrhafius, as in perſon view'd; 
Sad..Philoftetes feels: his pains renew d. 

In his parch'd eyes the deep ſunk tears expreſs 
His endleſs miſery, his dire diftreſs. 

We blame thee, Painter! though thy ſtill commend; 
"Twas time his ſufferings with himſelf ſhould end ! 


'ON AN ANCIENT LADY THAT PAINTED. 


COSMELIA's charms inſpire my lays, 
Who, fair in Nature's ſcorn, 

Blooms in the winter of her days, 
Like Glaſtonbury thorn. 


CosMEL1a, cruel at threeſcore, | 
Like bards in modern plays, 

Four acts of life paſs'd guiltleſs oer, | 
But in the fifth ſhe ſlays. $ 


( % } 
If e er, impatient of the bliſs; | 
Into her arms you fall, 
The plaſter'd fair receives the kiſs, 
Like Thiſbe, through a wall. 
AN EPIGRAM FROM MARTIAL. 
But, work read , uur ag 
1 AN s bdrita ail m 


Ie + pus LS 
Good friend, a very wealthy maid; 22 
Becauſe to my own wife, d you ſee, ts 
On no account I'd married be :. 

; For ſure, wnleſs inferior is the ſair, 

E e erk 21 

THE FRIGHT. = 

MYRTLE unſheath'd his ſhining blade; 
And fix d its point againſt his breaſt :. 

Then gaz'd upon the wond'ring maid, 
And thus his dire reſolve expreſt: 


* Ov1v adviſes better, the Ladies think, 


Si qua voles aptè nubere, nube Sari, 
Would you wed properly? Your equa! wed. 


" „ 


- 
- 
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* * 


„ Since, cruel fair; with cold diſdain, 
Lou ſtill return my raging love, 

Thought is but madneſs, life but pain, 
« And thus—at once both remove !” 


« O ſtay one moment !”—CxLos ſaid, 
And trembling haſten'd to the door: 
Here, BerTTy !—quick -a pail, dear maid!— 
This madman elſe will ſtain the floor.” 


EPIGRAM. 

WHEN Charles, at once a monarch and a wit, 
Some ſmooth, ſoft flattery read, by Waller writ ; |: 
Waller, who erſt to ſing was not aſham'd,. =. 
That Heav'n in forms great Cromwell's ſoul had 

claim d, | | | 
Turn'd to the bard, and, with a ſmile, faid he, 
« Your ſtrains for Noll excel your ſtrains for me.” 
The bard, his cheeks with conſcious bluſhes red, 
Thus to the King return'd, and bow'd his head: 
« Poets, ſo Heay'n and all the Nine decreed, 
« In ficlion better than in truth ſucceed.” 


R 3 


ox TWO BEAUTIFUL MONOCULI. f 


115 +4 | + (3 UI. 35: 1 


FROM THB LAT 


BUT one bright eps young Acon's face adore, 
rn 


— 8 The following is one. «te mah lin of mode 
Latin Rpigrame: | ; 
Lumine Acon — capta eſt 2 114 Gale 
Et potis eſt forma vincere uterque Deos. 


Parve puer, lumen quod habes concede ſotori! 
Sic tu cæcus Amor, fic erit illa Fenus. 


It is to be found among the Poems (publiſhed, at Am- 
ſterdam, by Grevius, in 1689) of Jerom, John-Baptiſt, 
and Cornelius Amaltheus, three Brothers of Italy, who 
excelled in Latin Poetry in the 16th Century. 


It was made, Dr. Warton informs us, = 34 wi 
de Maguiron, the moſt beautiful Man bf bis Time, 
and the great Favourite of Henry III. of France, who loſt 
an Eye at the Siege of Iffoire ; and on the Princeſs of 
Eboli, a great Beauty, but who was deprived of the Sight 

ol one of her Eyes, and who was at the fame Time Miſtreſs 
of Philip II. King of Spain.” —Eſſay on Pope's Genius and 
Writings. 

The Compoſition would 3 have 8 more per- 
ſect, if Leonilla had been the Mother, inſtead of the Siſter, 
of Acon, And Sorori is eafily altered to Parenti. 


* 


oy „ 
Kind youth, to ber thy üngle ord reſign, | 
And make her perfect, and thyſelf dine: 
For then'(if Tlesvn the happy change allow) « | 
She ſhall fair Venus be, blind Cupid thou. 


5 VERSES | : 
PROM THE LATIN or BONEFONIUS*, 


IN this little wreath unite 

Rofes red, and roſes white; 
Take it, beauteous maid, and trace 
In the white my love-ſick face; 
But the red's an emblem true 

Of my heart inflam'd by you. 


ON A STATUE OF ALEXANDER. 


\ 


FROM THE GREEK. 


THE ſculptor's art can braſs with life inſpire ; 
Show Alexander's features, and his fire, 


D — 
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* JOANNES Boxzrontus—a French Poet, who, in | 
Henry the Third's Reign, wrote a Book of Kiſs after the | 
Manner of the Bafia of Secundus. | 


—— — — —ꝛ ER. ER 
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-  TOF | 
| | / The tatue ſeems to ſay, ab qi; +] 
f Beneath my rule the globe of earth ſhall lie; ; 
© Be thou, O Jove, contented with thy {ky 1” - 


1 # 


— 


EPIGH AM; " 


THOMAS is fins ani anne a, 
« A*word and blow” for ever is his plan; 
He gives the firſt, and then receives the latter. 


EPIGRAM. . 1744-- 


As phyfic and verſe both to Phebus belong, 
So the college oft dabble in potion and ſong ; 
Hence Buxrox, reſolv'd his emetics ſhall hit, | 
When his recipe fails, gives a puke with his wit “. 
* Theſe Lines were occaſioned by a Diftich, attributed 
to Dr. Burton, in Ridicule of the Phyſician who preſcribed 
for Pope in his laſt Ilineſs—Dr. Thompſon : 


DUNCES, eie forgive all cenſures paſt! 
8 85 r 
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THE TURTLE AND TRAVELLER. 
A DIALOGUE: 
WHY with your wailings do theſe groves reſound ?- 
| 'TORTLE. <> 
Becauſe my Turtle's no where to be found, 
Why thro' theſe ſolitudes 


no tio 
bs TRAVELLER; 
Becauſe my Turtle's to be found at home. 


you to roam? 
\ "ae 


„WHAT s faſhionable, I'll maintain, 
« Is always right, ſays ſpritely Jaxx. 
Ah, wou'd to heav n, cries graver SUR, 
© What's right were faſhionable too ! 


_ EPIGRAM.. 


« THIS ſplendid dreſs was made for me, 
. Cries Su@an-PLun, the ſaucy cit; 
Obſervers anfwer—*© That may be, 

« But you were never made for it.” 


TRUE RICHES. 


IRUS, tho' wanting gold and lands, 
Lives chearful, eaſy, and oontent; 
Convvus unbleſs'd, with twenty hands 


Rag pon Moy 8 
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et Leas tell me which 


One, with his poverty, is ricky. 


kd one, with all his-wealth, is poor. | 
| 401 


EPIGRAM FROM DCARTEAD. 


LARGE gifts to wealthy bachelors you. ſend, 
And call you this munificence, my friend ? 
Nothing fo ſordid, and ſo mean—For ſhame, 
To give groſs av rice ſuch a ſpecious name 
Thus treacherous hooks indulge the greedy prey, 
And thus falſe baits unthinking beaſts betray. 
Would you munificent in earneſt be ? 

Your gifts, GARGILIANUS ſend to me. 


' L 194) 


4.144 » ANOTHER., 
WE know not why you for the fair 


So many billet5-doux prepare; 
But this we know—A. billet-doux- 
W 


EPIGRAM * FROM CNTULLUS. | BY 


] LESBLA rails, without ceaſing, at me the whole day, 
And yet, hang me, if Lesp1a don't loye me 
fincerely : 4 ed 
How d' you know it 5 vou -W, tis me 
my own way, 
Though I rail, without ceaſing, I ſtill love her 
dearly. 


THAT I love thee, and yet that I hate thee, I feel; 
Impatient, thou bid'ſt me my reaſons explain: 
I tell thee, nor more for my life can reveal, 
That I love thee, and hate thee—and tell it with 
pain. 


L 1923 


INSCRIPTION ON A TREE IN A POPLAR- 
GROVE. 


ONCE to this beauteous poplar- grove 

A wand'ring ſhepherd found his way; 
And tun'd his penſive lay to love, 

For love inſpird his penſive lay; 
Yet nought bad Dax ox to complain 
-Of faithleſs vows, or proud diſdain, 

Or unrewarded care: 
" His nymph was tender, faithful, kind, 
| "The trueſt heart, the gentleſt mind, 
But, ah !—ſhe was not there. 
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